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PASSENGERS ON A VOYAGE 


The finest and most treasured photographs transport us to other places 
and times. They evoke memories of places we remember having been, or 
else dream of having been. 

Many among us were at the performances featured here, but few of 
us ever got this close to the performers. And how close Bob Minkin got! 
These shots show the guys more clearly than I saw them when I was seated 
at the organ across the stage. 

That was quite an eruption of creativity that occurred in San Francisco 
in the 1960s. All of us who were there knew that something special was 
happening. Before long we realized we were passengers on a voyage that 
was bigger than all of us. Even Jerry Garcia was awed by the way things 
were developing. 


The Fillmore and Avalon were breeding grounds for a movement that 
arose organically and grew rapidly. Suddenly, it seemed, there was a host 
of amazing bands. The Grateful Dead, of course, but also the Airplane, Big 
Brother, Quicksilver, Country Joe, Its a Beautiful Day, Sopwith Camel... 
the list goes on. All part of an extended family. 

None of us took a test or submitted a resume to join this circus, though 
many of us traveled many a mile. Janis migrated from Texas, Jorma and 
Jack from D.C., I made the trek from the Jersey Shore by way of Las Vegas. 
Then the tides turned, and the bands did some traveling! 

Go ahead and put on some music to listen to while you peruse these 
pages. I don't need to. I just look at the pictures and I hear the music as if 
it never stopped. 


(above) Tom Constanten, Fantasy Studios, Berkeley, CA, July 1991; ( opposite) Jerry Garcia, NY Hilton, NYC, January 9, 1979 


Foreword Du Steve Parish 


(above) Steve Parish, Golden Gate Park, 
San Francisco, CA, October 3, 2010 


(opposite) Steve Parish and Jerry Garcia, 
Frost Amphitheatre, Palo Alto, CA, May 2, 1987 


PENETRATING THE WALL 
I first came out to San Francisco from New York when I was eighteen, 
and I lived at 70 Brady Alley, right across from PHR—Pacific High 
Recording—where the Dead would sometimes work. I was staying there 
with some friends, all of us crashing at this one apartment. Td go out 
front and smoke Camel cigarettes, and one day I noticed there were some 
guys across the way loading some equipment out of a truck into PHR— 
Ramrod, chief of the Dead’s then-small equipment crew, Rex Jackson, and 
John Hagen. They were struggling with a bass cabinet, so I helped them 
out. By the fall of that year—1968—I started going to a few shows at the 
Fillmore West, and that’s when Ramrod and I started to get to know each 
other. Id helped him unload the truck that day, and he remembered. 

Around that time, I stupidly took some LSD from San Francisco back 
to New York and got busted for selling it, so that hung me up in New York 
for some time. While I was there, though, I started working at theaters 
in New York—like the Fillmore East—through a friend of mine who had 
connections. So when the Grateful Dead would come to New York and play 
at the Fillmore East or the Pavilion in Queens, Ramrod and I would hang 
out, and I also got to know the other guys on the crew. Then, when I got off 
probation at the end of ’69, I went back out to California. In those days you 
could fly standby coast-to-coast really cheap, so I used to go back and forth; 
I was sort of bi-coastal for a while. Eventually, though, I made up my mind 
that I wanted to stay on the West Coast and work for the Dead. 

Now, in terms of photography, the Fillmore East was very strict 
about who could shoot—if you didn't have a photo pass or you weren't 
famous, no photography. It was a little looser at the Fillmore West, but 
there were still rules, or guidelines. I remember in early 1970, when I was 
still this novice guy helping out on the crew, we were doing a show at the 
Fillmore West and this photographer jumps up on a Leslie organ speaker 
and starts taking pictures of the band. So I instinctively grabbed his boot 
and started pulling him down. I think Jackson might have even said, “Get 
him off of there!" The guy might have put up a little bit ofa fight, but I 
was a lot bigger than him, so it was easy to get him down. Then I found it 
was Jim Marshall—and he was famous! But fortunately he didn't have an 
attitude about it. He knew he was pushing it. He was mad at me for pulling 
him down, but since no one came to his rescue, he must have figured, 
“Hey, I've got to listen to this guy,’ and he never gave me any trouble. 

Around that time, we were still sort of forming up the crew, and at one 
point we had a meeting because it was getting to be a problem with guests 
on stage. And Jerry said to us, "You take care of everything behind the 


amps and the stage, and well take care of the music and what we have to 
do up front? So, to a large degree, it was really left to us to decide a lot of 
that stuff—about guests backstage and photographers. The band always 
backed us up. They never questioned us. If we threw someone off, they 
knew there had to be a reason. Sometimes it was even their friends, and 
there were a few times when we probably wouldn't have done it if wed 
known who they were. I remember the first time Joe Smith, president of 
Warner Bros., the Dead's label, came to a show I was working and I said 
to Jerry, ^Hey, theres a guy from Warner Bros. who wants to come up 
here? And Jerry said, "Fuck him! Fuck Warner Bros.!" So I went over to 
Joe and said, "Fuck you, get out of here!" Later on he wrote in his book 
that we always threw him off the stage and we dosed him on acid—I think 
he might have elaborated on that last part a little bit. I didn't dose him, 
anyway. But if someone really got to be a nuisance onstage, you had to 
deal with it, one way or another. The stage was our turf. 

Some of our attitude about photographers in the old days came from 
Owsley—soundman and acid alchemist. We had him traveling with us a 
lot and he was completely paranoid about us being photographed. It was 
like that old-time Mafia thing: ^Hey, that guy took my picture! Get him!" 
But the precautions werent really that ridiculous, because we were always 
afraid we were going to get busted on the road. We were always smoking 
pot and usually had other stuff around, and let's face it, some of the people 
we hung out with were dealers, so there was this clandestine atmosphere 
and we were really paranoid about cameras. Especially film or video 
cameras. If someone came up with a video camera, forget about it. Wed 
literally take it away from them— “No video, you've got to get permission? 
These guys tried to follow us in Europe in 72, and we fought with them 
every day, because they would still try to film us. There were also TV 
stations trying to do it, and wed get mad because when a guy has a camera 
in his hand, hes not looking around and starts stepping on cables and 
knocking stuff over, and itd piss us off. So we got an attitude about it and 
wanted to put up a protective wall around our guys. 

In those days, too, the cameras in the audience were often really 
annoying—the flash cameras were totally rude and in the face of the 
band. Jerry hated it, and I know Bob Weir talked about seeing nothing but 
purple dots in front of his eyes from the flashes going off. It was getting to 
bea problem up front with so many cameras, and there were even some 
people who would jump up on the stage in front and try to take a couple 
of pictures, or lean on the monitors to take photos and pull plugs out by 


mistake. So that had a lot to do with us putting up the barricade space 
between the stage and crowd. 

If we knew a photographer, it was different. Like when Annie 
Leibovitz came out on tour with us in the early 708. She was this 
beautiful person with a camera who knew how to stay out of the way. 
Shed dance around. I liked her, Jerry really liked her—they hit it off 
and became great friends—so she travelled with us for awhile. She 
went everywhere with us, and she taught me how to relax a little about 
photographers, and I started to think about what they were doing 
and began to understand they had a real purpose—they were there to 
capture that second, that moment, that strum on the guitar, that amazing 
thing that the good ones do. And I started to have a little empathy for 
the photographers. 

So, now we get to Bob Minkin. Here was a guy who somehow 
impressed me. He was always very polite, which made me realize he was a 
good guy. He listened to me. He didn’t come with the ego that a lot of the 
big rock photographers came with. He took his camera seriously —I could 
see that—but he didn't have an attitude; or if he did, he hid it, because he 
never gave me trouble. So I liked him. He might have overstepped the line 
a couple of times and felt my hand on the back of his neck; I don't know. 
But he was a person who represented the better type of photographer who 
came around, blending in and not throwing his weight around. Anyone 
who was rude to us got on our bad side. 

When Dead publicist Dennis McNally started working with the band, 
there were certain people he would let in to shoot in front of the stage, 
and Minkin got to be one of those guys, because we knew that he could 
be trusted. I'll admit that we could be pretty closed off to the press and 
photographers, in part because we all had been burned at one time or 
another—a hangover from the days when there were too many people 
wanting too many different things from everybody. But if someone 
wrote in a truthful manner, or took pictures honestly and didn’t make 
us look bad, that made a real difference to us, and that's when theyd get 
some access. 

Now, everybody is a photographer, or thinks they are. When I see 
people at shows holding their phones up, it drives me nuts—you're at 
the show, enjoy it! I think it would have bothered Jerry a lot to see that. 
Also, if you're in a band or any kind of celebrity at all, everywhere you go, 
everyone wants to take a picture with their phone. Jerry loved everyone, 
and he had no problem taking pictures with the fans from time to time, 


but now I'm sure it would drive him nuts. In those days, nobody was 
taking selfies or running up to take photos with him. It was just different. 

These days, when I look back on our policy of denying access to 
so many photographers, I realize how precious every photo—every 
exposure—is to us now. Bob has followed through and just keeps going 
and going, taking beautiful pictures and also coming up with old pictures 
that he took that really blow my mind. Now, when I see pictures of myself 
on the stage, I cherish them; its funny how it comes around. There I am 
behind Jerry's amp or behind the drum riser or on the side of the stage, 
and its a good memory. 

Pm so glad that Bob and other photographers took those pictures 
and went through what they did to get them—through those layers of 
insulation that we put up around ourselves. I'm so happy that people like 
Minkin penetrated that wall and got the pictures that they did. 


Introduction by Blair Jackson 


Bob Minkin, 1975 


THE EVOLUTION OF À FAN AND PHOTOGRAPHER 
Barbra Streisand. Woody Allen. Spike Lee. The Gershwins. Walt Whitman. 
Lou Reed. Carole King. Mae West. Jay Z. Bob Minkin? 

Brooklyn has certainly produced a zillion famous creative people 
through the years, not to mention politicians (California senator Barbara 
Boxer), scientists (Carl Sagan), baseball greats (Sandy Koufax), basketball 
stars (Carmelo Anthony), chess champs (Bobby Fischer), economists 
(Milton Friedman), sportscasters (Howard Cosell), DJs (Wolfman Jack), 
legendary mobsters (Al Capone), even a member of the Grateful Dead 
(Mickey Hart, born in Brooklyn but raised on Long Island). All hailed 
from Brooklyn—before it became hip and trendy—growing up in mostly 
working-class families, and all trying to carve out their own versions of the 
American Dream. 

If it seems a tad presumptuous to add Bob Minkin to the long list of 
accomplished Brooklynites, consider this: Over the past three-plus decades, 
he has established himself as one of the premier music photographers 
in the country—a superb visual artist and documentarian with a special 
affinity for capturing the Grateful Dead and other groups who evolved out 
of the late ’60s psychedelic counterculture in the San Francisco Bay Area 
and elsewhere. Through Bobs eyes, those of us who appreciate the Dead 
and their world have been able to see so many things we never would have 
been able to experience otherwise, and we have been nourished by his deep 
and unique perspective on this indescribable phenomenon. This isn't just 
great work; its important work, both for those who lived through it and for 
those who will come after us and wonder what all the fuss was about. 

Bobs story starts in a largely Ashkenazi Jewish neighborhood in 
Brooklyn, where his immigrant grandparents from Russia and Poland 
settled in the 1920s. “They were a big influence on me because I spent a 
lot of time with them,” Bob says. His father, Louis Minkin, did not follow 
a traditional career path: “He did a bunch of things. He was a licensed 
airplane mechanic and worked for Lockheed and other airlines, and in the 
summers he fixed air conditioners. I used to work with him. He also bought 
houses that needed renovation and hed fix them up and rent them out. So 
he was a real fixer kind of guy. In my house growing up, we never had a 
repair person over. Hed do the brakes on our car, put a skylight in, install a 
bathroom. He never worked in an office and he didn't look like my friends 
dads, who all looked like normal, going-to-the-office fathers. My dad wore 
jeans. He was tough-looking and had tattoos—a dagger on one arm, a 
leopard on the other—which was unusual for a Jewish guy in that era” 

Louis also had somewhat unorthodox musical tastes for a Brooklyn 
guy: He loved Hank Williams and other country singers, a passion he 


evidently picked up when he was in the Air Force, stationed in Texas and 
the South. Bob's mother, Fay, “hated the music I liked growing up, because 
she loved ‘beautiful music —singers like Johnny Mathis. I didnt realize at 
the time that she also liked jazz, which later became something we were 
able to connect over. She actually liked the Garcia and Saunders stuff—as 
long as Jerry wasnt singing,” he says with a laugh. “Shed say, “He sings as 
bad as Bob Dylan!” 

There wasn't much in his childhood that suggested the course his life 
would eventually take. “As a little kid, I wanted to be a fighter pilot or a 
scientist or maybe an artist—I used to paint and draw a lot. I was also big 
into my stamp collection. For a while there, stamp collecting was one of 
my big passions, so Id go into Manhattan to stamp shows, like the ASDA 
stamp show at Madison Square Garden in November 1972. And on March 
19, 1973, it would've been nice to go see the Dead at the Nassau Coliseum, 
but I was too busy going to the Interpex stamp show in Manhattan. I was 
also into building model planes; Pve always had a fascination with military 
history and aviation. Music-wise, before I got into the Grateful Dead and 
all that, I liked regular commercial stuff—the Fifth Dimension and the 
soundtracks for Hair and West Side Story. 

“My parents didnt like the rock `r roll music of the day. But they were 
pretty liberal as parents go. When I was a bit older, I took my mother to see 
Jorma Kaukonen—of Jefferson Airplane and Hot Tuna fame—play. Theyre 
actually contemporaries—my mother is also just a year older than Phil 
Lesh; she had me when she was pretty young. She was born in ’39; I was 
born in 59. 

“But my parents didn't like the Grateful Dead. My father was actually 
indifferent. When I worked with him as a teenager, I had a boom box in the 
truck and Id play Dead tapes all day long, and he never had a problem with 
that. My mother would have shot me!” he says with a laugh. “I almost got 
my father to see a Jerry Garcia concert in 1976. He drove a friend of mine 
and I to the Capitol Theatre in Passaic, New Jersey, but once we got there 
and saw the scene outside, he said, ‘Oh, I don't know. This isn't me? So he 
stayed in the car, maybe took a nap or something, and then drove us home 
after the show, which was a nice thing to do? 

For Bob, the turning point in his musical education came in the fall of 
1972, when he was thirteen years old: ^I met this guy in my neighborhood 
named Frank who was a year or two older than me, and I thought he was 
pretty cool. That fall, I think it was October, I got high for the first time, 
and around that time he turned me on to real music. He didn't like the 
Grateful Dead too much, but I discovered Hendrix, Cream, Johnny Winter, 
Mountain—more of the hard, wailing rock music? Around the same time, 


at another friend’s house, the stereo was cranked up and blasting other 
bands such as the Grateful Dead, the Allman Brothers, Jethro Tull, and 
Led Zeppelin. 

“Out of all of that, the music that made the biggest impact on me was 
Hendrix, Cream, the Allman Brothers, and the Grateful Dead. And at that 
time, the most recent Grateful Dead album was Europe 72, so we played 
the hell out of that. Being just thirteen years old when I first heard it, I liked 
the more concise songs— Jack Straw, ‘Sugar Magnolia, things like that. 
Honestly, when theyd go into the long jams, none of us could really get our 
heads around it, so usually wed skip to the beginning of Morning Dew: 
Same with Anthem of the Sun, where 1 could only handle certain parts. My 
thirteen-year-old mind wasn't ready for that yet. I was more into what we 
called “The Bertha Album — ‘Skull and Roses’; I loved it, played it over and 
over. To me that was the Grateful Dead” 

By the following summer, however— "right at the end of eighth grade,” 
as he puts it—he started to get into the deeper, trippier side of the Grateful 
Dead. Not coincidentally, it happened after he took LSD for the first time: 
“I was an early adopter, he says with a chuckle. “It was two bucks. I took it, 
and it was amazing. It took a lot out of me, though—wow, Id never had an 
experience like that! So I went over to my friend Joel's house, where I felt 
kind of safe. His older brother started seeing the Dead around ”71, and we 
would hang out in his room, and hed play all this stuff for us. 

“Now were in the summer of 73, and I’m really wanting to go see a 
concert, but it was awkward; Bob continues. “What do you do? I didn't 
drive, obviously. I had heard about the show at Watkins Glen featuring 
the Dead, the Allmans, and The Band, but how could I possibly go? And 
where would I stay? It wasn’t going to happen. But all these people in my 
neighborhood —my friends older brothers and sisters —went to that show. 

“The first concert I really had the possibility of going to was the Dead 
at Nassau Coliseum in September 73, but it didn’t come together and I 
wasnt able to get a ticket. A lot of my friends got to see them there for the 
first time, so I was pretty bummed out. Then, in the spring of 74, I signed 
up for Dead Heads; the Grateful Dead’s official fan outreach, and started 
getting their mailings. I still have all the stuff they sent out—newsletters 
and samplers and all that. And they had lists of when and where the Dead 
were playing! Summer of 74 at Roosevelt Stadium in Jersey City, New 
Jersey. ‘Okay, I thought, Tm gonna make this happen!" 

Bobs first rock concert did turn out to be at the cavernous, decaying, 
23,000-capacity Roosevelt Stadium, but it was for an Eric Clapton show, 

a month before the Dead’s scheduled appearance there. This turned into 
quite an adventure for young Bob when he “got way too high at the show,’ 


got separated from the friends hed come with (including the driver), and 
found himself alone and lost outside the stadium long after the show was 
over. He ended up asking a cop to point him to where he might find a bus 
to Brooklyn, but as he wandered somewhat aimlessly in that direction, a 
family driving by saw the disoriented lad, took pity on him, and gave 
him a ride to the bus. “I didn’t have much money and I was still a little 
high, and when the bus finally came the driver looked at me with this 
pitiful expression—like ‘this is someone's kid'—and he didn't even 
charge me. Eventually I made it home, and my parents were like, "Where 
the hell were you?” It was an inauspicious start to his concert-going 
career, to say the least. 

But there was still his first Grateful Dead show at Roosevelt Stadium 
looming. He and a friend had waited all day at the Macy's Ticketron in 
Kings Plaza in Brooklyn the day that tickets went on sale—coincidentally, 
the same day tickets for a big Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young show went on 
sale, so the line was huge. “But I finally got them— Grateful Dead tickets! 
‘I have them in my hand! Yay! ” he says, still enthusiastic about it forty 
years later. 

“The day finally came—Id circled it on my calendar. Most of my 
friends had already seen them before and they were all more experienced 
concert-goers. We get to Roosevelt Stadium, and it's like: ‘Wow, there's the 
Wall of Sound! Woo-hoo! Hmm, it's getting cloudy. Now it's starting to 
rain a little. But the tickets say “rain or shine,” so I don't care if it’s a frickin’ 
tornado: But then it started pouring, and at some point Phil Lesh came 
out and announced, "Were going to have to do this another day: Oh, shit! 
So I made it home, and to make a long story short, I wasn't able to go back 
to the makeup show. I was crushed. That was bad. I always felt cheated.” 
To borrow that old blues adage: "If it wasn't for bad luck, Bob wouldn't 
have no luck at all!" 

There was some consolation, however, in getting to see the New Riders 
of the Purple Sage (whod started as a Dead offshoot a few years earlier) and 
Commander Cody & His Lost Planet Airmen at a free concert in Central 
Park later that month: “It was the first time I took acid for a concert and 
it was great, fantastic. A beautiful sunny day. Then in October 74, I saw 
Jefferson Starship at Radio City Music Hall, and I finally saw Jerry Garcia 
and Merl Saunders at the Capitol Theatre in November 74? 

Unfortunately for Bob, the Grateful Dead began their famous "hiatus" 
from performing after a series of shows at Winterland in San Francisco 
in October 74. He would have to wait some more for his first Dead show 
(assuming, of course, that they would return to the road at some point; 
likely, but not a sure bet at the time). In the meantime, he managed to get 
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Early attempts at concert photography: 
(right) Grateful Dead, Colt Park, Hartford, CT, 
August 2, 1976 


(opposite) Bob Weir, Onondaga County War 
Memorial, Syracuse, NY, September 28, 1976 


tickets for a bunch of cool rock shows like Johnny Winter, Mountain, and 
Jethro Tull. He had multiple opportunities to see Garcia’s group, Legion of 
Mary, and Bob Weir's new outside venture, Kingfish. 

“When the Legion of Mary came in April of 1975, I got to see them at 
the Capitol Theatre again, at Brooklyn College right near my house, and 
at the Bottom Line—the top showcase club in Manhattan at the time and 
always a tough ticket. To get the Bottom Line ticket, I had to wait all night 
in line outside in the cold. It was five bucks, and I only had enough money 
for one ticket, even though they were playing five nights, ten shows. I got 
the last night, the late show. 

“That summer, Kingfish did a one-off show in New Jersey at the New 
Jersey Music Festival at the Trenton State Fairgrounds,” he continues. 
“The headliner was Aerosmith, under them was Kingfish, and then there 
were all these other bands like Poco, America, Mahogany Rush, and Nils 
Lofgren—a real hodgepodge. So a couple of friends and I took public 
transportation to Trenton. I didn't know how nasty that place was! It was 
like the worst neighborhood in Brooklyn. It was so bad we took a cab to 
the show from the train station—no way were we walking. Some of the 
music was good—Poco, America—and some of it was bad—like Mahogany 
Rush. But I was really excited to see Kingfish—to finally see Bob Weir! I 
remember it was getting dark and the crowd was chanting Ace! Ace! Ace!” 
over and over, and Weir was smiling. Kingfish played kind of a short set. 
We went all that way to see basically a forty-five-minute set. We split after 
Kingfish. We had no interest in seeing Aerosmith” 

More Garcia shows followed in the fall of”75, and now Jerry was 
touring with pianist Nicky Hopkins in the first version of the Jerry Garcia 


Band. Meanwhile Kingfish was concurrently on the East Coast. “It was a 
week of Garcia and a week of Kingfish. I got to see Kingfish at the Trenton 
War Memorial and the Jerry Garcia Band on Halloween at the Tower 
Theatre—my first time in Philadelphia” 

This era also marked the humble beginning of something that would 
later take on more significance: Bob started bringing his admittedly 
crappy Kodak Instamatic point-and-shoot camera to shows. “Actually, 
the first show I shot was in November ’74—the New Riders at the 
Academy of Music in New York. We had good seats and those were my 
first concert shots. But November 1st in 75 at the Capitol Theatre was 
the first time I photographed Garcia. Then I shot Kingfish there a month 
later in December of 75. Keith 8 Donna were the opening act, and Bill 
Kreutzmann joined them on the encore. So although I still hadn't seen 
the actual Grateful Dead, there was Weir and Donna singing ‘One More 
Saturday Night with Kreutzmann on drums? 

In the spring of 1976, the Grateful Dead announced they would return 
to touring in June, following a nineteen-month hiatus. This time, there was 
no way Bob was going to miss seeing them. He managed to snag tickets for 
shows at the Beacon, Capitol, and Tower Theaters, and he also had a new 
camera to take along with him: a 35mm Konica Rangefinder. “I was really 
getting into taking pictures at shows,’ he says, “not because I wanted to 
get them published or anything, but just to document things for myself. It 
became my new hobby.” 

Bob finally got to see the Dead a few times that summer. Fantastic, 
right? Changed your life forever? “Well” he says slowly, “although I was 
excited to see the Dead, I felt a little let down because this version of the 
band wasn't like the Dead I really wanted to see” Indeed, the Dead that 
returned in ’76 sounded considerably different than the pre-hiatus band. 

It was definitely cool that drummer Mickey Hart was back in the fold after 
a five-year absence, but some of the band's fire and fearlessness seemed to 
be missing at a lot of those summer shows. The tempos seemed unusually 
slow on many songs, there wasn't as much crazy jamming as there had been 
in the early ’70s, and in general, the band hadn't quite found its groove 
again. “The Garcia shows Id seen up till then had been on fire—the shows 
with Nicky Hopkins and Merl Saunders—but here was Jerry playing these 
tinkly little notes with the Dead. Then in August, I saw them at Colt Park 
in Connecticut and at Roosevelt Stadium in Jersey City. Both those shows 
were better, but they still had that sound I wasn't crazy about” 

Still, his mild disappointment with the Dead’s status quo didn't keep him 
from seeing all the shows he could get to—including flying upstate to Syracuse 
in late September 76. “It was my first time ever in an airliner, he says. “When 
my friend and I went up there, we had no idea where the Dead were playing 
and we didn't have tickets. All we knew was that they were playing in Syracuse. 
So we landed and asked a cab driver: Wheres the big venue here?’ He took 


us to one, and there was nobody there. ‘Uh-oh. It must be at some bigger 
place. Anywhere else?’ He said, “Well, theres the War Memorial; so he drove 
us there, and there were Deadheads all over the place. ‘Oh, this is it!’ We were 
able to buy tickets outside. "Where are we going to stay?’ “Well worry about 
that later? We ended up getting a hotel room after the show and flew back the 
next morning. I don’t know what I told my parents. Probably, Tm sleeping at a 
friend’s house in Brooklyn! I ended up taking some pictures at that show and 
remember after the show we went around to where the backstage was, because 
I wanted to try to meet Jerry. So we go back there and the crew is loading stuff, 
and I've got my camera. They were making fun of us: ‘Oh, are you guys trying 
to meet Jerry? But I wasn't deterred, and next thing Weir came walking down 
the steps and I said ‘Bob! He turned around—click—and there was that shot.” 
(see right). 

By the spring of ’77, the Dead were cruising again and heading toward 
a new creative peak. “It was like a different band from '767 Bob marvels. 
“Tm not exactly sure why it was different—part of it was the new songs: 
‘Estimated Prophet; “Terrapin, and the new album Terrapin Station. For 
me, being seventeen to eighteen years old, this was more ripping stuff” 

“Again they were playing small theaters—three nights at the Capitol 
and five nights at the Palladium in New York City. I went three nights to 
the Palladium, and it was a great Grateful Dead! I took acid for the May 4th 
show there, and had fifth-row-center seats because I had waited all night 
in line. I brought my camera and took some pictures, and those were some 
of the first photos I got published in Relix magazine. To this day, one of 
my favorite jams I saw the Grateful Dead do was during ‘Comes a Time’ 
in the second set. It was sublime. I was right up close, and Jerry sang it so 
heartfelt. It looked like he was almost crying. Or maybe it was the acid, I 
don't know,’ he laughs. 

At this point we need to say a few words about Relix, which figures 
prominently in Bob’s career. Dead Relix (as it was called for several years) 
was founded in 1974 by Les Kippel—an already-famous Brooklyn-based 
Deadhead taper and tape collector. Kippel wanted to create an outlet where 
he could publicize a grassroots tape trading network hed started—the 
Free Underground Grateful Dead Tape Exchange—and talk about issues 
related to taping. He hired the late Jerry Moore (another legendary taper 
in the area) to be the editor of what was, at first, a humble mimeographed 
mag with an initial print run of just two hundred. The publication grew 
quickly—aided by increased interest in the Dead during their hiatus. Issues 
contained feature articles about the Dead and its members’ various solo 
projects, as well as stories from Deadheads and other “fellow travelers” 
from the Bay Area music scene, such as Commander Cody & His Lost 
Planet Airmen, Hot Tuna, and others. 

Bob recalls his first exposure to the publication:‘T first saw Relix in 1975 
and subscribed right away. I was amazed because here was a magazine 


that was exactly about the music I was into, and it was the only thing like 
it, so it was a revelation. In the spring of 1977, there was a girl I knew who 
knew Les Kippel, and she brought me over to his house and introduced 
me. 10 never met anyone whose house had floor-to-ceiling shelves of 
reel-to-reel tapes. I was blown away. Anyway, Les took a liking to me. Now, 
at that point in time I was actually more an artist drawing stuff than a 
photographer taking pictures. I loved Gary Kroman’s artwork from Relix, 
so on a whim I brought over some of my drawings and Les said to me on 
the spot, “You can do some drawings for us and we'll pay you! So that’s how 
I got connected to Relix, and the first things I got published were drawings 
that accompanied articles.” 

In the summer of 77, spurred in part by Rolling Stone’s special issue on 
the tenth anniversary of the Summer of Love, Bob decided it was time for 
him to make a pilgrimage to San Francisco. “In the middle of that issue was 
a pull-out map of Haight-Ashbury showing all the sights—the Jefferson 
Airplane house, the Dead house at 710 Ashbury, and all that stuff—and I 
decided, Tve got to go, now how am I going to do this?’ Td just graduated 
high school and had no money. But I was determined to make it happen” 

Fate was on his side: “My father worked for the airlines and he was able to 
get me a cheap ticket to San Francisco. I wasn't timing it to go to any shows, 
because I didn’t even know if there were any shows happening. I guess I 
was always an adventurous type. What's the line in that Frank Zappa song, 
‘Camarillo Brillo? T was born to have adventure! I just wanted to see things 
and do fun stuff. My only connections there were my friend Scott, who was in 
the Army and stationed at the Presidio in San Francisco, and my good friend 
Joel who was going to be out there at the same time as me. 

“In typical style, I arrived at the San Francisco airport, got in a cab, 
and the driver said, ‘So, where am I taking you?’ and I said, ‘I don't know. 
Where are the hotels?’ He took me to Lombard Street, and it turned out 
a lot of places were full; it must've been a weekend or something. But he 
was really nice to drive me around until I found a place, and I ended up 
at the Marina Motel. The next day I wake up and I'm in San Francisco! 
Everything looked so different” 

It was, as they say, love at first sight. During that first trip, he made a 
pilgrimage to 710 Ashbury, lucked into seeing a Jerry Garcia Band show 
outdoors at a pier on the Embarcadero downtown (see page 22), and, with 
a friend, took the ferry across San Francisco Bay to the area that would 
become, many years down the line, his home—Marin County. “I thought 
to myself, ‘This is the center of the universe. It doesn't get better than this. 
This is Grateful Dead country. I felt totally at home. In fact, the guy who 
picked us up hitchhiking from the Larkspur ferry terminal was listening to 
Dead tapes in his car. 

“That fall, the Dead played in upstate New York—Colgate, Rochester, 
and Binghamton—and by that time I felt like a seasoned Deadhead. Id seen 
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Early attempts at concert photography: 
(above) Jerry Garcia Band, Capitol Theatre, 
Passaic, NJ, November 1, 1975 


(opposite) Bob Weir and Robbie Hoddinott with 
Kingfish, Capitol Theatre, Passaic, NJ, 
December 5, 1975 


them a bunch and had actually seen Jerry Garcia in San Francisco—I was 

a celebrity among my friends! I was hanging outside the show in Rochester 
and this guy comes up to me and says, “Hey, were you in San Francisco this 
summer? Did you see the Jerry Garcia Band?’ I said, Yeah’; I was actually 
wearing the same painted shirt I had on at that show, and he told me he had 
a picture of me in front of the stage. His name was Alan Sheckter; he later 
sent me the picture and we became friends, and we remain close to this day. 
I met him at that show, which was also the first show where I sold pictures— 
pictures from that Garcia show in San Francisco.” 

At this point, photography was still just a hobby for Bob, albeit one 
that was starting to earn him a little money, which helped support his 
Grateful Dead show habit. (“You need that cash to feed that jones?) So 
the pursuit of good Dead shots increasingly dictated his show-going 
experience. “I had to either get a good ticket for reserved-seat concerts or 
work my way up at general admission shows, which I was good at doing 
because I was very determined. I wanted to be up close. So that’s why Id 
wait in line all night sometimes. Or, for other shows, Id get there early to 
get inside early and get a good spot to shoot. I remember when I came out 
to San Francisco again in December ’77 and saw them at Winterland (see 
page 28), I was up front near the stage before the show, talking to people 
around me and telling them I had come out from New York. And some of 
them were saying, ‘Hey, the dudes got a camera, let him up front! I was 
almost pushed to the front! I thought, Man, people are nice out here? That 
would not have happened in New York? 

Bob didn't automatically bring his camera to shows in this era. For 
instance, when the Dead played a gargantuan outdoor concert at a 
racetrack in Englishtown, New Jersey, in September ”77, he left his camera 
home “because it was a big event and I knew it was going to be a long day 
and I just didn’t want to haul a camera around with me. I was more into 
getting high,” he chuckles. The concert turned out to be a historic milestone 
for the Dead—their largest headlining gig to that point. Bob has no regrets 
though—‘T probably could've gotten some great shots, but I still had a lot 
of fun, which is what I was after. It's still what I'm after. I should have taken 
more pictures at the Palladium. I should have taken more of Garcia at the 
Embarcadero. But that wasn’t my main focus then, so to speak.” 

Nevertheless, he was serious enough about his photography that by 
the time he made the trek back to San Francisco for the aforementioned 
Winterland New Years shows in 77, hed purchased a new, better camera: 
a Minolta SRT-101 with a 50mm lens. “By the end of that year, I had some 
really good pictures and I was getting published regularly in Relix, so that's 
when I finally started thinking of myself as a photographer.” 

Not coincidentally, as his and Relix’s reputation grew, so did his access. 
The well-connected Les Kippel would sometimes get Bob backstage 
to meet and photograph artists the magazine was close to—Robert 


Hunter, Commander Cody, David Bromberg, and others. “I was like Les’s 
photographer for a while, and he knew a lot of people. When Les heard I 
was going to Red Rocks to see the Dead, hed say, ‘Be sure to take a lot of 
pictures!’ We got along really well, and he helped me out a lot. He made 
me ‘Senior Photographer; so that came with some perks—like getting into 
some shows that were hard to get into.” 

Bob started placing small ads in Relix promoting his Dead photos and 
that drew “hundreds and hundreds” of responses from Deadheads hungry 
for images of their heroes. “I guess I was kind of a hippie, but also a 
businessman,’ he says today. This is typical of Bob, who despite the devil- 
may-care wild streak he exhibited in his teens and twenties, has always 
been extremely well-organized in his business dealings. He kept precise 
records of every photo he sold through the Relix ads, and meticulous notes 
about the settings he had used on the camera and even on the enlarger 
when he printed them in his darkroom. 

“T would have a photo of, say, Phil Lesh leaning a certain way from the 
Radio City shows in 1980, he explains. “Td have a note that would tell me 
to burn or ‘highlight’ part of the face and guitar, set the f-stop between 
11 and 16 on the enlarger, for 9% seconds, with a certain height setting, 
knowing the crop was 19.6 and paper was Agfa Brovira grade 4? 

Doesnt sound like any of the hippies I know! As we talk in his lovely 
Novato (Marin County) home, he produces a little notebook that shows 
this incredible, neatly written detail. Needless to say, he also has lists of 
all the shows he’s attended since he was a teenager, in addition to ticket 
stubs and other ephemera he collected at those gigs. He's definitely not 
a hoarder though—you could eat a five-star dinner off the floors in the 
Minkin house—hope you like vegan, ‘cause that’s what you'll find there. 

In the early ’80s, Relix took a curious turn. The mag shifted away from 
exclusively covering the Dead and other “Bay Rock” bands (as they called 
them), and started running stories about new wave bands (Blondie, the 
Ramones, Talking Heads, etc.). They even put heavy metal meathead Ozzy 
Osbourne on the cover (!)—a notorious (but hilarious) story written by 
none other than Grateful Dead expert David Gans. “I was going to some 
of those concerts,” Bob says, “and I really liked a lot of those new wave and 
punk shows—bands like Talking Heads, Joe Jackson, the B-52’s, and the 
Ramones. Relix took a lot of flack, but I wasn't so ideological about it. I 
thought they did a good job covering those other groups, though I was not 
happy about the slant away from the Dead during that period. After all, it 
was my bread and butter to an extent.” 

Even so, Grateful Dead photography was not Bob's primary source of 
income then. He graduated from Manhattan's School of Visual Arts with a 
degree in graphic design in 1981, “and I wound up working in Manhattan 
at various design studios. I was an art director at McGraw-Hill book 
publishers and at various other places doing layouts and ads, and shooting 


shows on the side. You weren't paid a lot of money for a picture— you're 
still not paid a lot of money for a picture. But my parents had a two-family 
house, and I lived in the other apartment from them until I got married, 
so my expenses were relatively low” 

In October 1981, Bob made another one of his bold moves, which at 
the time no doubt seemed somewhat inexplicable to many, but which, 
thirty-plus years on, was clearly a stroke of genius: He bought plane tickets 
and went to Europe to follow (and photograph) the Grateful Dead on their 
most extensive tour on the Continent since 1972. Do we need to mention 
that he went without having any concert tickets in hand, nor places to stay 
along the way? What a guy! A year earlier he had met and fallen for his 
future wife, Anne, but she wasn't going to be able to go, and another friend 
who had at least been to Europe “flaked out on me when we were well 
into planning the trip. But I decided Id still go by myself and went and 
got a passport. Where should I land? I got a good cheap flight to Brussels. 
When am I going to come home? I dont know, so I got an open return. 

111 come home when I'm ready to come home. Okay, Brussels— my first 

show will be Copenhagen October 8, 1981, fifth show of the tour. I knew 
I probably wasn't going to see every show, since this was my first time in 

Europe and there were certain things I wanted to see. So I was willing to 

skip shows? 

Armed with a copy of the Lets Go Europe guidebook and a lot of 
youthful enthusiasm and chutzpah, he fearlessly tackled the tour. What 
could possibly go wrong? Actually not that much after the first crisis in 
Copenhagen: “I brought my camera and what at the time seemed like 
alot of film with me—about twenty rolls. What's that—seven hundred 
twenty pictures? I could shoot that in two shows nowadays! But when I 
got to Copenhagen my camera wasn't working right— No, this cant be 
happening” So I had to buy another camera there. I bought a used one 
because the new ones were so expensive, and I bought a European version 
of the Minolta. Phew! Later on, my telephoto lens screwed up, but I still 
managed to get a lot of good shots on the tour" 

Before he left New York, Anne had given him a journal to write and draw 
in, and Bob filled its pages with sketches and reflections on the tour as it 
proceeded. He reads from a random page: "Caught the show Monday night 
at the Olympiahalle in Munich; October 12, 1981. The hall was amazing 
looking. Giant revolving reflectors. The crowd was heavily into it, compared 
to the lethargic Danish crowd. LSD and hash were much in evidence in the 
crowd of the forty or so West and East Coast Deadheads who are following 
every show on the tour” I was straight . . . at that show, anyway!” he says, 
breaking into a hearty laugh. “That was a really powerful show,’ he adds. “It 
was thrilling to be in a place where the Dead had played in 72? 

As it turned out, neither tickets nor places to stay ended up being a 
problem for Bob, and he did make time to hit a bunch of profound and 


historic sights—from the Munich areas Dachau concentration camp and 
Alte Pinakothek museum (where one of his favorite art works, a self-portrait 
by Albrecht Dürer, hangs) to Anne Franks house and the Rembrandt- 
stuffed Rijksmuseum in Amsterdam. He also met and befriended a number 
of American and European Heads following the band. For instance, after 
the Munich show, he was going to the train station to travel to the next 
show in Rüsselsheim, near Frankfurt. “I was wearing a Relix shirt, and this 
hippie guy in a van says, 'Hey, you going to the show? Why don't you come 
with us?' It was a German guy named Marcus, and a Canadian guy, Paul, 
who was from Sunnyvale, California. So I said ‘Sure!’ and I drove to the 
show with these guys and bought a ticket outside for face value. The show 
in Rüsselsheim was near an Army base, so there were a lot of American GIs 
there, and some of them were really obnoxious. They werent necessarily 
into the Dead. For them it was just something to do— Grateful Dead? Yeah, 
they do that cocaine song, right?" 

Following that show came the highlight of the tour, indeed of Bob's 
entire concert-going life—two unannounced concerts at a tiny club in 
Amsterdam called the Melkweg. These historic shows have been etched 
into Deadhead lore ever since, and Bob was one of the few to actually 
photograph them. You can find details of his exploits there beginning on 
page 90. 

When I ask Bob whether he could appreciate their 
historicity at the time, he starts beaming and says, "Oh, 
God, I'm getting goose bumps just at the mention of 
it. If they had gone in and just played normal shows, it 
would have been special. It's this really small club! But 
the fact that they chose those two shows to break out 
material that they either hadn't played in a long time— 
even Brent Mydland's ‘Far From Me’ they hadn't played 
in a year—and songs which as far I knew they had 
never played, like ‘Gloria’ and Hully Gully, and then the 
breakout of Lovelight 一 that was monumental. I never 
thought Id ever see “Lovelight? Nothing could top this. 
It was in a class of its own for a lot of different reasons. 
I remember on the 15th, the first night, they did a 
really powerful 'Other One' and I was against the stage, 
holding my hands on the stage, and I remember looking 
down and closing my eyes and thinking, Tm going to 
remember this moment for as long as I live’ And I do. I 
can flash back to that moment, even though it was thirty-something years 
ago. That's why I took pictures. To make a career out of it was a bonus; I 
wasnt planning it to be that. 

"It was very expensive to make phone calls back home, but after that 
second show I had to call my friend Bobby B. and tell him about it, and all 
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he kept saying was, ‘Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you!’ And then I said, ‘and 
Im seeing them tonight in Paris! ” He laughs again. As someone whos been 
at the other end of more than a few of those “you-just-missed-the-show-of- 
the-year” calls from Deadhead pals on tour, I can relate to his friend Bobby’s 
anguish and envy. Hey, at least we can all enjoy Bobs photos! 

Of course, there were more adventures at the two remaining stops 
on the European tour—selling pictures outside the Hippodrome in Paris 
and “more or less sleeping on the streets there and taking a pay shower in 
the subway,’ as well as heading to Barcelona a day early to enjoy the city 
before the last show of the tour. “After that, I wound up connecting with 
a core group of people and traveled with them through France, Italy, and 
Greece” All in all, it was a great way to spend a few weeks. 

Back in the States in the early '80s, the Dead were still on the rise 
as a result of their much-ballyhooed fifteenth anniversary shows at the 
Warfield Theatre in San Francisco and Radio City Music Hall (see page 
66) in the fall of 1980, and the subsequent release of acoustic and electric 
albums from those shows the following year. “After awhile, they were 
playing almost exclusively in large places on the East Coast and only 
general admission, so you had to get there early, wait in line. It was a big 
process. So I don’t have great photos from all those shows I went to then 
simply because I didn't have a photo pass and couldnt get up close. Like in 
the spring of 85 in Nassau, I shot some pictures, but Pm not going to have 
any in the book because they're not good enough. At Madison Square 
Garden in ’83, 1 happened to have a good seat; I was up close, so for “St. 
Stephen, just the second time played since 79, I was able to nail that (see 
page 104). But at some of these shows—Philly Civic Center "84, Nassau 
Coliseum '82—I had my camera but wasn’t able to get physically close 
enough to get good shots.” 

All that changed in 1985, when Bob met Grateful Dead publicist 
Dennis McNally. “My friends Lisa and Sandy happened to be good friends 
with Dennis, and they introduced me at Hershey Park, Pennsylvania, on 
June 28, 1985, and he let me shoot the whole show from the pit. Once I 
got a taste of that, it felt like there was no turning back. In the fall of 85, 

I wasn't able to hook up with Dennis, and I didn't want to be another 

guy asking for things from him. But in the spring of”86, I again had the 
opportunity to meet him and hang out a little more, and he seemed to 
take a liking to me. It turned out I worked for the publisher who put out 
his book on Kerouac, Desolate Angel, and from then on I was pretty much 
golden for nearly every show I went to. Sometimes I had to buy a ticket, 
sometimes I didn't, but I always had a photo pass and sometimes Id get 

a backstage pass, and that really put me in a position to get good shots at 
every show I went to? 

That primo access was almost short-lived, for in July of 1986, following 
a brutally hot summer stadium tour, Garcia collapsed at home, slipped 


into a diabetic coma, and came frighteningly close to dying. “T lived on the 
East Coast then and felt so far removed from it all” Bob recalls. “There 
was no Internet, and youd hear things piecemeal, so you didn't ever know 
exactly what was going on. But it was scary. I had seen him that summer at 
those ridiculous shows at JFK Stadium in Philly and RFK Stadium in D.C., 
where it was 100 degrees out, and Jerry was overweight and not looking 
good. So when he went into the coma I wasn't shocked, but that was 
serious shit—some people die, some people never come out of a coma? 
The Dead canceled their late summer and fall shows, and Deadheads 
collectively held their breath and prayed for Jerry’s full recovery. It was 
pretty dicey there for awhile, with no guarantee that he would completely 
regain all his faculties and be the Garcia of old. 

On a much more cheerful and optimistic note, on June 14, 1986, Bob 
and Anne got married in the tranquil Westchester County, New York, 
town of Dobbs Ferry, which is located on a beautiful stretch of the Hudson 
River. They walked down the aisle to the lovely instrumental tune “Sage 
and Spirit” a Bob Weir number from the Dead's Blues for Allah album. 

A revitalized and healthy Garcia returned to the Grateful Dead in 
December 1986, and the band' first East Coast tour the following spring 
was an absolute triumph. “They came back with a lot of vigor in ’87; that 
was a really good year for them,” Bob says. “That spring it was like, “Hey, 
they're back in the saddle! ” Bob was sufficiently inspired by the groups 
renaissance, and in May '87, he and Anne flew to Northern California 
to go to two consecutive weekends of shows—the first at gorgeous Frost 
Amphitheatre on the campus of Stanford University (truly one of the 
prettiest and most relaxed venues they ever played); the second at the 
scenic Laguna Seca Recreation Area on the Monterey Peninsula, an hour- 
and-a-half south of San Francisco, another only-in-California experience. 
It was at Laguna Seca that Bob (and Anne) finally got a chance to meet 
Garcia and hang with him for about an hour backstage (see page 16). “He 
was so utterly charming and funny. We caught him on a good day. That 
was also the only show where I got to shoot onstage—there was some 
weird glitch in security that one day that allowed me to do that. It was one 
of the best days of my life? 

By this time, Californias seductive siren call had been tugging at Bob 
for years. "I had wanted to move to the West Coast since the first timeI 
visited when I was eighteen years old. Like I said before, to me this was 
Grateful Dead country, and I wanted to be where they were. I was always 
hearing about Jerry playing at the Keystone clubs and all that, and it 
was killing me that I was missing all these things. So in '81, after I met 
Anne—she loved the Bay Area, too—we came out and we got to see Jerry 
at the Keystone, and I remember at the end of the trip, I was saying, 'Do 
we really have to go home?’ I was so depressed; I didn't want to leave. But 
there were certain realities, of course. I was going to college for a career 


in graphic design and I wasn't about to throw that all away. So I went back 
home. I came back again in '82, and it was just as bad leaving. I remember 
having lunch with Merl Saunders Jr. in Fairfax, Marin County, and I kept 
saying, T don't want to go home. And he said, “Well then, why are you 
going home? Why not stay?” 

“We went home again, and then we didn't come back until '87, and in 
'87 we really started thinking we could maybe move here. We got married 
in '86, and things were a little more stable. I was twenty-seven years 
old, I was working, but I thought I could work out here because the San 
Francisco Bay Area was a hotbed and at the forefront of graphic design. 

A lot of famous graphic designers lived here; people I'd heard of, people 

in design magazines. So in 1988 I came out, not with Anne, but with my 
friend Cliff. I actually brought my portfolio and scheduled job interviews 
because I really wanted to make it happen. But it didn't happen. I did get to 
see more Frost shows in '88, though. And Anne came out separately that 
year with her portfolio. 

“But by 1989, wed decided to leave New York. And it took a lot for us 
to do that—it was hard for us to leave our parents and where we grew up. 
We were living in our co-op in Queens, and it was difficult to sell —the 
stock market had crashed. Then, there was the earthquake in the Bay Area 
in October ’89. Our friends in New York thought we were nuts to move 
out here, but they were sick of us talking about it so much. Finally, in 
January '90, we sold our place but weren't quite ready to move, so we lived 
with my parents for a couple of months. But in keeping with my previous 
modus operandi, we moved out here cold—no jobs, no place to live. We 
just put our stuff in storage, got in the car, and took three weeks to drive 
across the country, stopping to see things along the way. We arrived in San 
Francisco one night in mid-April. The next day we went over to Dennis 
McNallys house, and he hooked us up with tickets to see Garcia at the 
Warfield. A few days later Weir played there. That same week, we saw 
Zero at the Sweetwater in Mill Valley. The Dead were playing at Shoreline 
Amphitheatre, south of San Francisco, in a couple of months. It was 
amazing: “This is why I moved here!" " 

They stayed with Bob's old friend, Joel, for a few weeks until they 
found a two-bedroom apartment in the charming Marin County town of 
Tiburon, “and I pounded the pavements and found freelance design gigs.” 
Establishing himself as a photographer in an already competitive music 
scene proved a little more daunting. “On the East Coast, I was in with 
promoter John Scher and various other people, but now, out here, it was a 
whole new set of people. You're Bob who?’ Nobody really knew me. I had 
to kind of start all over and integrate into the whole Bill Graham scene and 
all that. And frankly there was some weirdness with people. I was from 
New York and I definitely caught some East-West rivalry bad vibes from a 
few people for awhile” 


But that passed relatively quickly, and soon enough Bob was an 
omnipresent figure at music events all over the Bay Area. It was during this 
period that I first got to know him. I was putting out a Grateful Dead "zine 
called The Golden Road at the time, and having seen his work in Relix for 
years and knowing how good he was, I approached him about using his 
photos in my mag. Alas, it was not to be—he had an exclusive arrangement 
with Relix that precluded me publishing his work—but that didn't lessen 
my admiration for him, and over the years, seeing each other at countless 
shows and events, we've become closer, and I have been able to use his 
photographs to accompany various things I’ve written. 

“The last Grateful Dead show I went to was at Shoreline 
in June 1995. I photographed the show, and remember 
thinking, ‘God, Jerry looks awful?” Two months later, the 
Day of Reckoning came. August 9, 1995. "That was a bad, 
bad day,’ Bob says somberly. 

"It was the morning, and I had gone out to get the 
newspaper. I got home, and Anne opened the door crying 
and said something like, 'Hes gone! Hes gone!’ I knew who 
she was talking about. "Who? Jerry?’ And she was crying 
and nodded her head. It was horrible. Right away my phone 
started ringing. There wasn't much Internet back then, 
and it was just bizarre—I started getting phone calls from 
publications wanting Garcia photos. So now I'm having to 


print photos in my dark room and my mind is just whirling. 
I also felt disconnected, even though he died in Forest 
Knolls, fairly close to where I lived. I decided I needed to 

be around other people, so that day or the next day I went 
over to Haight-Ashbury, because it seemed like the right 
thing to do, to be around all that. And then a few days later 
was the memorial in Golden Gate Park, which, of course, 

I photographed (see page 191). It felt so weird having a 
laminate pass to Jerrys memorial. It ended up being a great day though, 
really special. But the following days and weeks I was wondering, "What's 


Bob selling his wares at Music Mountain, 
South Fallsburg, NY, June 16, 1982 


going to happen now?” 

"Jerry's death had a big impact on me psychologically,” he says. “It 
was shattering. It felt like a close family member had died, not merely 
a musician I was a fan of. It was a lot deeper than that. It was a harsh 
reality —Jerry's gone, it's all over now, whatever happens it's going to 
be different” 

Anyone who knows Bob is not surprised that in the years since Garcia's 
passing—Can it really be almost twenty years now?—he has been one of 
the prime chroniclers of the post-Grateful Dead music scene that began 
to spring up within a year of Jerry's death. It's a scene that has sprouted in 
countless fascinating and fun directions since, as former members of the 
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Jerry and Bob, Laguna Seca, Monterey, CA 
May 10, 1987, Photo O Anne Minkin. 


band have kept the flame alive in a dizzying number of groups involving 
literally hundreds of musicians of every stripe. Aggregations working 
under the Phil Lesh & Friends moniker alone number in the dozens; 

Bob Weir has played in RatDog, Furthur (with Phil), solo, and in various 
small acoustic groupings; Mickey Hart has fronted both exotic ensembles 
with world-class percussionists and more rock-oriented bands; and Bill 
Kreutzmann has been sporadically busy with different outfits. The “Core 
Four” (as they are sometimes called) have also gotten together periodically, 
first in The Other Ones, then as The Dead. A whole generation of fans 
who never even saw Garcia has been able to capture some of that ol’ 
Grateful Dead magic at shows by these bands, and Bob has been on hand 
documenting the twenty-first century Deadhead experience at venues such 
as Sweetwater Music Hall in Mill Valley and Phil 
Lesh’s Terrapin Crossroads in San Rafael. 

Photography is still just one facet of Bobs life, 
albeit an important and high-profile one. Bob and 
Anne spend most of their time doing marketing, 
branding, website design, and consulting for 
clients of their company, Minkin Design 8 
Marketing. They're one busy couple. 

In fact, for several years, one of Bob's most 
important clients was none other than the good 
ol Grateful Dead. During the late 905 and early 
2000s, Grateful Dead Productions dramatically 
increased their number of exciting archival music 
and video releases. Upon a recommendation 
from a friend at GDP, Bob became the company’s 
principal package designer beginning in 2002. 

Bob was responsible for designing the View 
from the Vault DVD/CD series, the much-sought-after Fillmore West 1969 
box set, the Closing of Winterland, Dead Ahead, Grateful Dead Movie, and 
Truckin’ Up to Buffalo DVD/CD sets and, perhaps most impressive, the 
final twelve releases in the Dicks Picks CD series (volumes 25-36). 

For the first of those, Dicks Picks Volume 25, he designed a stylish 
homage to the series’ late creator, GD vaultmeister Dick Latvala. For 
volumes 26 through 30, Bob created what he calls “the stamp series” 
featuring what looked like the upper left corner of a mailed package. 

His creative designs include altered versions of actual vintage stamps 
incorporating the Dead's imagery (a train, dancing couples, an alligator), 
and “postmarked” with the date and place of the show(s). 

“I looked through my childhood postage stamp collection and found 
beautiful stamps from South America dating from the '30s and 4077 he 


recalls. “When I scanned and enlarged the stamps, the detail was incredible. 
Working in Photoshop, I manipulated the images to make the postage value 
conform to the series number of the Dick’ Picks. Then I replaced the central 
image and merged it seamlessly into the original stamp design. Two of the 
central images were from personal photographs—the skeletons on #26 were 
taken in Mexico, and the rose on #30 was shot in my garden? 

For the final six Dicks Picks releases, Bob shifted gears, opting to 
design hallucinatory abstract images “by scanning a pattern or picture and 
then using Photoshop as my palette, working on it till I was satisfied with 
the results.” 

Away from their busy work worlds, Bob and Anne have raised two 
fine children, Hayley and Miles, a major accomplishment in itself. And 
somehow, in the midst of all that, Bob has also found time to pursue 
another passion: flying. He’s had his own airplane for many years and, not 
surprisingly, has used that unique aerial vantage point to take photographs 
that are mind-blowing in a completely different way than his concert 
pictures. Perhaps that will be another book down the road. 

This book presents one side of Bob’s artistry. Friends and many folks 
who admire his work have been pestering him for years to put out a book 
of Dead photos. “Its always been simmering in my mind)” he says as we 
conclude our talk. “It was like a bucket list kind of item. But it’s not just 
an ego thing of wanting a book out. It's because I'm a fan myself, and I feel 
like people who are into the Grateful Dead need to see this. I've been very 
fortunate in that I got to be in alot of places and see things and photograph 
them. These are my photos and my stories and I think a lot of people can 
relate to them. Maybe they were even at some of these shows? 

I ask Bob if he feels his photos communicate some of the essence and 
some of the magic of the Dead's music and the Deadhead experience. 
“Well, I hope so. They do to me, and I’ve had a lot of people tell me the 
same. For me, the reason I originally wanted to take pictures at concerts 
was to document the experience for myself; basically, I wanted a souvenir. 
Isn't it cool to have a souvenir from something fun you've been at? Well, 
how else is that going to happen? That's how I got started, way before I ever 
had the idea of being a photographer: 

"Today I can look at these pictures and, for example, vividly remember 
myself at twenty-two years old leaning against the stage at the Melkweg. 
Some of the Winterland shots remind me of being eighteen and 
traveling across the country. They bring it all back. To me these photos 
communicate physically, metaphysically, euphorically. I hope they'll evoke 
something similar for you” 


En joy the ride! 


Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 30, 1977 
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Jerry Garcia Band, 
san Francisco, GA, August 12, 1977 


FIRST SAN FRANCISCO TRIP 

After reading Kerouac’s On the Road and Tom Wolfes The 
Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test, 1 was determined to visit San 
Francisco. Right after I graduated from high school, I turned 
that dream into reality. 

By the summer of 1977, I had already seen the Grateful 
Dead, Jerry Garcia Band, and Kingfish about fifty times, but I 
was eager to see them on the West Coast. 

It was the announcement that appeared on the sleeve of the 
Skull and Roses album that beckoned me to travel from Brooklyn 
to Marin County: 


DEAD FREAKS UNITE: 
Who are you? Where are you? How are you? 
Send us your name and address and we'll keep you informed. 
Dead Heads, P.0. Box 1065, San Rafael, California 94901 


The first thing I did after arriving in San Francisco was 
make my way to 710 Ashbury Street. The photograph I took of 
the famed Victorian became my first published photograph, 
appearing in Relix magazine later that year. During my 
exploration of the city, I also spotted a poster announcing 
that the Jerry Garcia Band would be playing a benefit concert 
for Greenpeace in a few days at Pier 31, downtown on the 
Embarcadero. While I was waiting in line to get into the show, 
Jerry pulled up and parked his car. With his guitar case in hand, 
Jerry walked past the line waving to us and into the venue. Holy 
cow! I needed to live where Jerry drives to his shows. 
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: ME 
Bob leaning on the stage in front of Jerry. Photo O Alan Scheckter. 
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Rochester 6 Binghamton, NY, 
November 5-6, 1977 


November 1977 brought a plethora of concerts to the New York City area—Hot Tuna, 
Jethro Tull, and a load of Jerry Garcia Band and Grateful Dead shows. My buddies, Cliff, 
Michael, and Joel, and I drove upstate to the Rochester and Binghamton Dead shows. 

In Rochester, we stayed in a nearby hotel where 


much craziness ensued. At one point we were waiting 


for the hotel elevator, it arrived, the doors opened, 
and only a dog wearing a bandana walked out of the 
elevator, as if it knew where it was going. That night's 
show was immortalized as Dicks Picks Volume 34. 

The next night's show was possibly the best 
Grateful Dead show that I ever saw—Binghamton 
11/6/77. It was a crush getting into the venue, and my 
ticket was never ripped. I still have it. 


Broome County Arena, Binghamton, NY November 6, 1977 theater War Memorial, eheste November 5, 1977 


Broome County Arena, Binghamton, NY, November 6, 1977 


Jerry Garcia Band, 1977-1978 


The fall of 1977 was my first year of college at the School of Visual 
Arts in Manhättan. I was also attending another kind of school— 
rock concerts! 

At the March 17, 1978, Jerry Garcia Band show at the Capitol 
Theatre, my friend's brother gave me a backstage pass, and for ~ 
the first time, I met Jerry and the band face to face. I tried to be 
unobtrusive and merely observe the scene, but, of course, I had to 
take some pictures. 

I didn't have the balls to go into the room where Jerry was, but I 
stood by the door to get a peek inside. Jerry had his famous attaché 
case and looked like he was having a fine time. 


Keith Godehaux backstage at the C. apitol Theatre, Passaic, NJ, March 17, 1978 


JERRY CARCI 
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year HUNTER y 0 
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(opposite) Jerry Garcia Band with John Kahn, 


Donna Jean Godchaux, and Maria Muldaur, 


Palladium, New York, NY, November 27, 1977 


Garcia Keith sec mot 


Jerry 


TICKETS $ 2.50, 7.50 


Donna Godchaux 
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Winberland, san Francisco, CA, 
December 29-31, 1977 


After my summer trip to San Francisco in August 1977, I was itching to get back to 
the Bay Area. The Grateful Dead provided the perfect excuse—their fabled year-end 
concerts at Winterland. As a young Deadhead who never got to see shows at the 
Fillmore, Fillmore West, or Avalon Ballroom, Winterland represented the last of 
San Francisco's legendary venues. 

Armed with my new camera—a Minolta SRT-101 with a 50mm f1.8 lens—and a 
load of film, I left New York City on Christmas day, taking Amtrak to Chicago and 
switching to a Greyhound bus that took me to San Francisco. 

After arriving late at night, I lost my wallet in the San Francisco Greyhound bus 
terminal. My wallet contained all of my money, plus a pair of tickets to each of the 
three sold-out shows. I freaked out! What was I going to do now? 

A hippie I met on the bus let me stay at his place that night, and the next 
morning, December 29th (the second day of four shows), he drove me to the corner 
of Post and Steiner Streets, home of Winterland! It was a rainy, dreary morning, and 
here I was standing outside the venue with no tickets and no money. Not only did I 
lose my own tickets but my friend Joel’s as well. Fortunately I still had an ounce of 
Thai sticks (aka cannabis) that 1 had carried cross-country, and selling a few sticks 
gained me some cash. 

When Joel arrived, I gave him the bad news about our predicament, and he 
wasnt very happy about it to say the least. We decided to take a cab to Winterland 
Productions offices downtown, where my tickets had been mailed out. I 
remembered the name of the woman who had originally helped me get them— 
Gloria Pulido—and I asked for her when we got to the offices. She helped out again 
by selling Joel and me new sets of tickets to the three sold-out shows. 

The year 1977 was a great one for the band, and they closed it out in style with 
three fantastic shows at Winterland. The first night, December 29th, was one of my 
favorite shows, and it was released on CD as Dicks Picks Volume 10. 

Sadly, Winterland is no more, and condos now occupy the corner of Post and 
Steiner Streets. However, up Geary Boulevard a couple of blocks from the late 
Winterland, the original Fillmore still stands. The Fillmore has been hosting shows 
since the mid-1980s, so 1 did eventually get to visit that legendary venue as well. 
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(above and inset) Winterland, at the corner of Post and Steiner Streets, San Francisco, CA, on the morning of December 29, 1977 
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(these pages) Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 29-51, 1977 
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(these pages) Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 29-31, 1977 
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(above) Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 29, 1977; (opposite) Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 50, 1977 


During the “Scarlet Begonias” to “Fire on the Mountain” transition, Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 51, 1977 


(above) Donna Jean Godchaux, December 31, 1977; ) top left and bottom right ) David Nelson; ( top right ( following pages) Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 29-31, 1977 


and bottom left ) John “Marmaduke” Dawson. New Riders of the Purple Sage opened the New Years show, 
Winterland, San Francisco, CA, December 31, 1977 


Blacksburg and William & Maru, 
April 14-15, 1978 


ON THE BUS 


Since the Grateful Dead were skipping the Northeast in the Spring of 78, some 
enterprising kids in my neighborhood chartered a bus to take us to the Dead's 
shows in the Southeast—one at Virginia Polytechnic Institute in Blacksburg, 
Virginia, and another at the College of William & Mary in Williamsburg, 
Virginia. 

The Blacksburg show was raucous, with Jerry, Bob, and Donna singing into 
the same mic at one point. 

We arrived at William & Mary early and spent the day hanging out on the 
beautiful campus. Phil Lesh was out and about, too, walking around wearing a 
Duke University shirt. I took a few shots of Phil, and it wasn't long before he got 
noticed, but he was cool and hung out with us for a little while. 

Just before I went into the venue, I ran into “Jester,” who put a drop of liquid 
in my eye. It was an incredibly psychedelic night, and I finally experienced my 
first "Morning Dew? 


The College of 

~ William e? Mary, 
Williamsburg, VA, 
April 15, 197, 1 


Cassell Coliseum, Virginia Polytechnie Institute, Blacksburg, VA, April 14, 1978‏ 1 | خو 


Cassell Coliseum, Virginia Polytechnie Institute, Blacksburg, VA, April 14, 1978 


Phil Lesh, College of William and Mary, 
Williamsburg, VA, April 15, 1978 
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Capitol Theatre, Passaic, NJ, November 24, 1978 
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Press Conference, January 9, 1979 


This press conference at the New York Hilton Hotel was arranged for 
college media and was sandwiched between the Dead's Madison Square 
Garden shows on January 7-8 and the following Nassau Coliseum 
shows on January 10-11, 1979. 

Except for Donna, the whole band was present, and Rock Scully was 
the moderator. Once the band got settled, Jerry promptly lit up a joint, 
and the questions and answers followed. 

At one point, one of the tape decks on the dais made a noticeably 
loud “click” indicating that a tape flip was needed. Jerry, Mickey, and 
Billy all reached at the same time to flip the tape. 
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Madison square Garden, NYG, January 7-8, 1979 


This two-night stand was the first of fifty-two shows that the Grateful Dead would play 
at the Garden. I managed to snag a first-row seat for one of the nights and had a field day 
photographing my favorite band. 
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Healu-Treece Band, Pastime Dub, FR 
Amityville, Long 1 Ly 
May 10, 1979 


The Healy-Treece Band, formed by Grateful Dead 
soundman Dan Healy and Richard Treece, performed 
sporadically from 1979 to 1981. Also in the band were Bill 
Kreutzmann on drums and Keith Godchaux on bass! 


(clockwise from top left) Keith Godchaux warming up backstage; 
Keith Godchaux on bass; Dan Healy; Bill Kreutzmann and 
Keith Godchaux backstage before the show 


Red ROCKS Amphitheatre, Morrison, 60, 
August 12, 1979 


After hearing about their shows there the previous summer, I had to take the trip to see the band 
at this incredible venue in Morrison, Colorado, near Denver. A three-night run was planned, 


but unfortunately, due to weather, they only played the first night at Red Rocks and moved the 
following two shows indoors to Denver’s McNichols Arena. 
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(these pages) Red Rocks Amphitheatre, August 12, 1979 


(these pages) Nassau Coliseum, Uniondale, NY, October 31, 1979 
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62 (these pages) Nassau Coliseum, Uniondale, NY, October 31, 1979 


(following pages) Giants Stadium, East Rutherford, NJ, July 10, 1989 (left); Brendan Byrne Arena, East Rutherford, NJ, November 11, 1985 (right) 


Radio Giby Music Hall, NYC, 
October 25-31, 1980 


This run was huge. For the first time in a decade, the Dead 


were going to incorporate an acoustic set into their show, 


followed by two electric sets. The tour opened with fifteen 
nights at the Warfield Theatre in San Francisco, followed 
by two shows in New Orleans. It wrapped up with eight 
nights at New York City’s gleaming art deco palace, 
Radio City Music Hall, culminating on Halloween with a 
broadcast on radio and closed-circuit TV in a few theaters. 

I had to sleep out on the street along with hundreds of 
other Heads to get a good place in line when tickets went 
on sale. I scored four nights worth. Most of the photos 
here were shot at the October 30th show. 

I had no official access, but luckily the security guard 
by the stage was very cool and let me shoot as much as 1 
wanted to. 
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68 (these pages) Radio City Music Hall, NYC, October 25-31, 1980 
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(these pages) Radio City Music Hall, NYC, October 25-31, 1980 


Jerry Garcia Band, Keystone, Berkeley, CA, 
August 20, 1981 


When I first began listening to the Dead and Jerry Garcia Band, the Live at 
Keystone album was one of my favorites. A friend who lived in the Bay Area 
used to send me ad clippings announcing Jerry’s shows at the Keystone. It 
seemed that he played at this intimiate club all the time. Finally, in 1981, while 
on vacation in California, I lucked out and had the chance to see Jerry Garcia 
Band at the Berkeley Keystone! 
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(this page) Jerry Garcia Band, Keystone, 
Berkeley, CA, August 20, 1981 


Jerry Garcia Band, Convention Hall, Asbury Park, NJ, July 26, 1980 


My car—a 68 Chevy Nova—wasnt registered and had no license plates. My friend Cliff's car was broken down. So we took his plates, 
put them on my car, and off we went, from Canarsie, Brooklyn, to Asbury Park. Dr. John opened the show. I traded some photos to a 
guy outside the venue for a front-row seat! 
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Jerry Garcia Band, 
Fair Fax Pavillion, 
Fair Fan, CA, 
August 22, 1981 


This gig was very special, as Phil Lesh played 
bass the whole show—one of just three times 
that happened, all in the summer of ’81. The 
show was billed as Jerry Garcias “Birthday 
Benefit” for the Fairfax school district twenty- 
one, and featured lots of balloons and cake 
served to everyone. 


Fairfax is a pretty little hamlet in Marin 
County, and the Pavilion is in the heart of 
town on a hill surrounded by redwoods. The 
stage is about a foot high, and the intimate 
venue holds just a few hundred people. 


+ 
EJ 
A 
N 
8 
N 
ES 
N 
dS 
3 
+ 
: 
3 
0 
2 
= 
3 
នី 
N 
- 
= 
= 
R 
X 
E 
ې‎ 
E 
E 
à 
A 
= 
S 
S 
© 
D 
` 
ង 
Ss 
~ 
S 
dS 
S 
5 
Y 
Ÿ 
N 
3 
E 


78 


Europe 1981 Tour 


I regretted not going to Egypt in 1978 to see the 
Grateful Dead play at the pyramids, so I was 
determined not to miss the first major European 
tour by the Grateful Dead since 1972. The timing 
for me was perfect. Ihad already graduated from 
college and had the time and some savings to 
make the trip. 

A friend who had already been to Europe 
was going to go with me, but he flaked out, so I 
went myself. I bought a Eurail pass for unlimited 
train travel and a Lets Go Europe guidebook, and 
brought about one hundred Dead photos to sell at 
the shows. 

Although the tour began in Edinburgh, 
Scotland, and continued to London, I picked 
up the tour on the Continent at the Forum, in 
Copenhagen, Denmark, and followed the rest of 
the tour through Munich, Russelsheim, the two 
Melkweg shows in Amsterdam, Paris, and finally 
the last show in Barcelona. 

There were maybe a couple of dozen American 
Heads doing the tour. I befriended a small 
group, and we traveled around Europe after the 
conclusion of the tour, to the French Riviera, Italy 
and Greece. 


fi 


( left and opposite) 11 be Forum, C openbagen, Denmark, October 8, 1981 
(above) Bob passport photo, October 1981 


(these pages) The Forum, Copenhagen, Denmark, October 8, 1981 
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Outside the Melkweg Club in Amsterdam, October 16, 1 98L, 


: یه مه اسهم ۵8 .سي / 


Skrang 
Love diieth 
e.c. Ito Aa, 


ASSıD 

SELA E‏ دب 
tells‏ مول 
edic‏ 


ali Pta 


ماو .رو 


| 三 
2 
8 
o 
2 
© 
a 


im — Walter-Köbel-Hall 
3954 


3. Okto! 
N° 


Dienstag, ? 
Rüsselshe 


ګر 
,29ج | jj le Pre h He Shun‏ 
swerk m Ha hostel weut too, rn‏ 
(ar Zune who T exul to peo‏ شا 


E Sluur wan m» ar in EZ u vid 
| 7 | "T bur lé, called 75) lf 
۱ اا اج‎ c 7 ral! rink. The waa 
| su ub e 9 Lots PE et + & my در‎ 
Mel lip: 


In Fla aK Yu Ford he a 
យ " 


| very Aure: Damos Lel( Anglo helped ot 
۷ بو‎ tg . T wirt ود‎ pe Ne about eg P 次 

| bet oC course T took p L bep prey Cond 
m tHe stde u] nwa bane sE. T werd en 

wle se m He nu left اف‎ 

pillow cred - T was wort د ووو‎ in 
ur 


ara los Masel “D 
ie St tu Qu hi bited په‎ Just مها‎ ' : 
| Show wA net سو دن‎ bot cT مه‎ 
0 اي‎ average ste. wie e. Cour 
a hà ya - Terrapin war excell مه‎ vis 
4 vd space Yat follow th +. For me Hh 


ID هال‎ lu ស sh مه مهس‎ follows. 


feel که ما‎ seer MY T 
| They loue talo ae etn 
| ium E rede imm] 7 
sen 


QA Cre I‏ ۴ و 
f. 0 144 ۰‏ ری a ed e]‏ 


wheels, i dd 2. ក ip uf f bles 


Melkweg Club, Amsterdam, Holland, October 16, 1981 


Olympiahalle, München, Germany, October 12, 1981 (above) The Forum, Copenhagen, Denmark, October 8, 1981 
(opposite) Contact sheet, Melkweg Club, Amsterdam, Holland, October 15, 1981 
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Sports Palace, Barcelona, Spain, October 19, 1981 


Hippodrome de Pantin, Paris, France, October 17, 1981 Bob at the Hippodrome de Pantin, Tracy and David at the Hippodrome de Pantin, 
Paris, France, October 17, 1981 Paris, France, October 17, 1981 


Melkweg Club, Amsterdam, October 15-16, 1981 


The highlight of my Grateful Dead concert career took place on these two nights in Amsterdam. 

At the previous show in Russelsheim, Germany, Dead manager Rock Scully announced from 
the stage that the next two scheduled shows in Nancy and Frejus, France, were cancelled. The 
tour was to resume in Paris on the 17th. We knew better. “We” being the handful of Americans 
who came over for the tour. Rumor had it that the Dead, instead of taking a few nights off were 
going to play in Amsterdam's famed Melkweg (or Milkyway) club. 

Based on that rumor, I took a train to Amsterdam. The morning after my arrival in 
Amsterdam, I found the Melkweg Club and on the door was a handmade poster announcing 
that the Grateful Dead would play there that night and the next night! 

Two hours before showtime and a crowd was gathering. There were no advance ticket sales, and 
save for the scattered “OOPS” posters in Amsterdam’s Leidplein district, no advance notice either. 
It was first come, first serve at the door. Ticket price worked out to about seven bucks. After they let 
us in, I explored the myriad of rooms before planting myself stage side for picture taking. 

Phil started clowning over the PA, saying “Oooooops, Oooooops” and that this was to be an 
informal evening. 

My new friend Richard Russo had been schlepping a heavy Hassleblad camera on tour and 
graciously let me shoot a roll of black-and-white during the first night. I had blotter that I was 
saving for a special occasion ... it didn’t get more special than this! 


Bob at the rail, Melkweg Club, Amsterdam, Hollano, (above) Melkweg Club, Amsterdam, Holland, October 16, 1981 


October 16, 1981. Photo by Richard Russo. (opposite) Bob Weir's 34th birthday show at the Melkweg Club, Amsterdam, Holland, October 16, 1981 


Most of the band's equipment was on its way to Paris. These are the only shows in which Bob played 
the Telecaster and Jerry the Yamaha. Melkweg Club, Amsterdam, Holland, October 15-16, 1981 
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Entrance to the Melkweg Club on the morning of October 15, 1981 
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Jerry Garcia Band, 
Music ۰ 
aout ۲۵۱0۳۵, NY, 
June 16, 1982 


The Jerry Garcia Band played a four-show 
tour with Bobby & the Midnites, alternating 
as headliners. The JGB opened this first show 
of the mini-tour at Music Mountain, in South 
Fallsburg, NY. During Bobby’s set, it began 

to rain—no, pour like a monsoon! So no 
photos of the Midnites’ set. The show became 
a mudfest in the dark. Bill Kreutzmann was in 
this iteration of Garcias band. 
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Red Rocks Amphitheatre, Morrison, 60, 
July 27-29, 1982 


Once again it rained, as it had the previous time I was at Red Rocks a few 
years earlier. But thankfully, and unlike the gigs in 1979, none of these 
shows were moved indoors. 
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100 (these pages) Red Rocks Amphitheatre, Morrison, CO, July 27-29, 1982 


Jerry Garcia Band, Roseland, NYG, 
May 31-June 1, 1963 
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(above, left to right) Dee Dee Dickerson, Jaclyn La Branch, Melvin Seals, Greg Errico, John Kabn, and Jerry Garcia 


Madison Square Garden, ۰ 
October 11, 1983 


“St. Stephen” was greeted with a thunderous roar from the 
crowd, and the Garden was shaking. Phil walked over to 
Bobs mic, and I hopped up on my seat to get a clear shot as 
they both sang, “Fortune comes a-crawling, Calliope woman, 
Spinning that curious sense of your own...” 

It was a triumphant return for the song, last played on 
January 10, 1979—352 shows before this night. 


10001111, Philadelphia, PA, April 8, 1985 
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Hershey Park Stadium, 
Hershey Park, PR, June 28, 1985 


For me, this was one of the best shows of 1985. It rained like crazy at this outdoor gig, and 
appropriately, the band opened with “Cold Rain & Snow. It also featured a rare first-set 
“Comes a Time.” Jerry was wearing a blazer over a red shirt instead of his customary black tee. 

I met Dennis McNally at this show through mutual friends and had my first experience 
shooting from the pit at a Grateful Dead show. 


Fon Theater Atlanta, GA, Ocbober 28, 1985 


The Fox Theater in Atlanta was on my “bucket list” of venues where I wanted to see the Dead perform, and it did not disappoint. 
Its one of the most beautiful theaters I've ever been to for a show. When you look up at the ceiling, you think you are looking at 

a nighttime sky, but it is actually a vaulted ceiling painted ultramarine blue. The twinkling stars are small light bulbs fixed above 

reflective crystals, and the clouds that drift by are produced by a special projector. 
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Frost Amphitheatre, Palo Alto, CA, Mau 2-3, 1987 


I timed this trip to California from New York to see the Dead two consecutive weekends—first at Stanford University’s 
Frost Amphitheatre in Palo Alto, May 2-3, and again at Laguna Seca in Monterey the following weekend. 

Ihe weather was perfect for this outdoor show at the beautiful amphitheater on the grounds of Stanford University 

in Palo Alto, California. 
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(these pages) Frost Amphitheatre, Palo Alto, CA, May 2-3, 1987 


(these pages) Frost Amphitheatre, Palo Alto, CA, May 2-3, 1987 


(these pages) Frost Ampbitheatre, Palo Alto, CA, May 2-3, 1987 


Laguna Seca, Monterey, GA, Mau 9-10, 1987 


The weekend after the amazing Frost Amphitheatre shows brought us to the rolling hills of Laguna Seca, adjacent to 
the grounds of a popular racetrack near Monterey. Again, the weather was spectacular for these two outdoor shows 
on the 9th and 10th, which also featured Bruce Hornsby the Range and Ry Cooder on the bills. 
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Getting ready to go to work. Thats Jon McIntire in the striped shirt. 


122 (above) Bill Graham; (these pages)Laguna Seca, Monterey, CA, May 9-10, 1987 
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0۱308۴1 Dead, July 1987 


The summer of ’87 brought the Dead east for massive shows at John 

F. Kennedy Stadium in Philadelphia on July 10 and Giants Stadium in 
East Rutherford, NJ, on July 12. Bob Dylan had the Dead backing him 
up at these and four other stadium shows in July. Jerry broke out the 
pedal steel guitar for a number during each of the Dylan/Dead sets, 
the first time hed played the instrument onstage with the Dead since 
1972. The Dead also played their own sets to open each concert. 


124 (this page) JFK Stadium, Philadelphia, PA, July 10, 1987; (opposite) Giants Stadium in East Rutherford, NJ, July 12, 1987 
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126 (above) JFK Stadium, Philadelphia, PA, July 10, 1987; (top right) Rick Griffin and Stanley Mouse, Giants Stadium, East Rutherford, NJ, July 12, 1987; (bottom right) Giants Stadium, East Rutherford, NJ, July 12, 1987 


Madison square Garden, NYG, 
september 15-20, 1987 


The band played an unprecedented five-night stand at the 
Garden September 15th through 20th. From the opening 
nights “Hey Pocky Way” on, it was a rip-roaring run. 

I rented a 600mm f4 Nikkor monster lens that weighed 
eleven pounds and was a foot-and-a-half long, and I 
photographed all five nights. Even the security guards were 
asking me for a look through my camera. 

The September 18th show featured one of the best second 
sets I had ever seen, with my favorite “Morning Dew” 
coming out ofa smokin’ “All Along the Watchtower.” It 
was followed by a celebratory “Good Lovin’” > “La Bamba 
> “Good Lovin’,” 

Español, of course. 
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, with Jerry belting out “La Bamba” en 


Jerry Garcia Band, 
lunt-Fontanne Theatre, NYG, October 1987 


The Jerry Garcia Band played a two-week engagement at the Lunt-Fontanne 
Theatre in NYC—the first time a rock band had played a run on Broadway. The 
format for each show was a first set by the Jerry Garcia Acoustic Band, followed 
by the (electric) Jerry Garcia Band. The JGAB featured Jerry’s old-time music 
compatriots David Nelson and Sandy Rothman performing traditional folk and 
country tunes, such as “The Ballad of Casey Jones,” “Ragged but Right,” and 
“Rosalie McFall.” 


I made it to five or six of the eighteen shows, a few of which were matinees. I 
worked just a few blocks from the theater, so it killed me to know that Jerry was 
playing so close by and I couldn’t go to all of them. Bob Weir was a special guest 
at one of the shows. The run ended on Halloween night, and the final set opened 
with “Werewolves of London.” 


Frost Amphitheatre, Palo Alto, CA, 
April 30-May 1, 1988 


After my previous trip to the Frost the year before, I had to go back. The Frost was 
my new favorite venue. My friend, Cliff, and I made the trip out from New York to 
一 a AA the Bay Area to spend a week and attend the shows. 


Steve Parish and Jerry Garcia, Frost Amphithea tre, Palo Alto, CA, April 30, 1988 
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(these pages) Frost Amphitheatre, Palo Alto, CA, April 50-May 1, 1988 
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Rainforest 55 ۱, 
United Nations, NYG, september 13, 1988 


Jerry Garcia, Bob Weir, Mickey Hart, Dr. Jason Clay (Director of Cultural Survival), Peter Bahouth 
(Chairman of Greenpeace USA), and Randall Hayes (Director of the Rainforest Action Network) 
sat on the panel in a conference room at the United Nations and alerted the world’s press to the 
horror of the vanishing rain forest. 

When asked why the Grateful Dead was getting into the act and helping to publicize the plight 
of the rain forest, Garcia answered in his own inimitable style: “It seems pathetic that it has to be 
us, with all the other citizens of the planet, and all the other resources out there, but since no one 
else is doing anything about it, we don't really have any choice. 


Madison Square Garden, 
NYG, september 1988 


The final night of this nine-show run at the 
Garden was an all-star benefit for various groups 
working to save the vanishing tropical rain 
forests, including Cultural Survival, Greenpeace, 
and the Rainforest Action Network. 

Bruce Hornsby & the Range opened, and 
various guests stopped by to play with the Dead 
for asong or two—Jack Casady, Mick Taylor, 
Suzanne Vega, Babatunde Olatunji, and perhaps 
most surprisingly, Daryl Hall and John Oates. 


(top left) Jerry Garcia and Mick Taylor; (top right) Brent Mydland and Bruce Hornsby; (bottom left) Phil Lesh; (bottom right) Jerry Garcia and Mick Taylor 
(opposite, clockwise from top left) Suzanne Vega and Jerry Garcia; Bob Weir and Jack Casady; Jerry Garcia, Bob Weir, and Mick Taylor; Bob Weir and John Oates 


Giants 10801111, East Rutherford, NJ, July 9-10, 1989 
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Jerry Garcia Band, Brendan Burne Arena, NJ, september 7 1989 


Bob Weir & Rob Wasserman opened with an acoustic set; the E Street Band's 
Clarence Clemons— “Big Man”—sat in with JGB at this and a few other 
shows on the tour. 
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Brendan Burne Arena, NJ, October 11-16, 1989 


This five-night series at the Meadowlands in New Jersey opened on October 11th, and there was a 


lot of anticipation for “Dark Star.” The song had returned to the Dead’s repertoire—after a five-year 
absence—two nights earlier at a (now-famous) “Formerly the Warlocks” show in Hampton, Virginia. 
They finally broke it out on October 16th, Bob Weir’s birthday and the last night of this stand. It was 
later released on CD as Nightfall of Diamonds. 

News broadcasting legend Walter Cronkite and his wife, Betsy, attended the October 14th show 
as guests of Mickey Hart. They enjoyed the performance from a couch that was brought in for them 
near the soundboard. I was excited to meet Mr. Cronkite and had the opportunity to photograph him 
backstage with Mickey and Ramrod. 

On October 13th, their night off, Jerry and Bob appeared on Late Night with David Letterman. I 
was invited to the live taping but no cameras were allowed. Julia Child and Woody Harrelson were also 
guests. Julia cooked a lamb dish on the show and offered Jerry some, but he begged off saying, “I can't 
eat lamb, they’re too cute.” 


(these pages) Brendan Byrne Arena, NJ, October 11-16, 1989 
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(following pages) Cal Expo, Sacramento, CA, June 10, 1990 (left); Oakland Coliseum Arena, CA, December 51, 1990 (right) 


Gal EXPO, Sacramento, GA, 
June 8-10, 1990 


Anne and I fulfilled our dream of moving to Marin County in 

April 1990. We put our stuff in storage and took three weeks to 
drive cross-country from New York. Within days of arriving in 

San Francisco, we saw the Jerry Garcia Band and Bob Weir at the 
Warfield, and Zero at Sweetwater, and in June, the Grateful Dead at 
Cal Expo in Sacramento! 
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152 (these pages) Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain View, CA, June 15-17, 1990 


Oakland Coliseum Arena, Oakland, GA, 
December 31, 1990 


The New Year's Eve show featured Branford Marsalis opening the show and later sitting in with 
the boys, as well as bungie jumpers at midnight to bring in the new year! 


Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain View, CA, 
Mau 10-12, 1991 
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(these pages) Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain View, CA, May 10-12, 1991 
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162 (these pages) Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain V 
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Oakland Coliseum Arena, 
Oakland, CA, October 27-31, 1991 


On October 25th, the music world was rocked by Bill Graham’s 
death in a helicopter crash while returning home to Marin 

County from a Huey Lewis and the News concert at the Concord 
Pavilion in the East Bay. During this time, another tragic event was 
unfolding—the Oakland Hills firestorm, which was fully contained 
on October 23rd. 

With this backdrop of events, the Grateful Dead began their 
four-show stand at the Oakland Coliseum—October 27th through 
October 31st. Bill’s son David Graham took the stage before the 
band came on, and everyone with a lighter or match lit their flames 
as he told us how much Bill loved us all. 

No other promoter in the world cared as much about the 
patrons as Bill Graham. There were two huge wreaths placed on 
either side of the stage, and many in the audience were teary-eyed 
as the Dead opened with “Sugar Magnolia,” Bill’s favorite Grateful 
Dead song. 

The first night, Carlos Santana and Quicksilver’s Gary Duncan 
came out for “Mona,” and on Halloween, Duncan came back for 
a couple more songs, including “Dark Star,” during which he was 
joined by Ken Kesey. 

In the middle of the jam, Kesey read a powerful e. e. cummings 
poem called “Buffalo Bill” and spoke passionately of Graham. He 
also talked about his own son, Jed, who had died in a van accident 
several years earlier. These were some of the most intense moments 
I’ve experienced at any concert. 


‘fab 


/ 


(اؤه 


Oakland Coliseum Arena, Oakland, GA, December 27-31, 1991 


Oakland Coliseum Arena, 
Oakland, GA, February 22-24, 1992 


The Grateful Dead’s annual Mardi Gras run at the Oakland Coliseum. 
A few new songs were debuted at these shows, including “So Many 
Roads,” “Corrina; and Vinces “Way to Go Home. The Fat Tuesday 
show (2/24) featured a spectacular Mardi Gras parade at the beginning 


of the second set. 
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Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain View, GA, Mau 23-25, 1992 
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Jerry Garcia Band, Oakland Coliseum Arena, 
Oakland, CA, October 31, 1992 


172 (these pages) Lineup featured Jerry Garcia, John Kahn, Melvin Seals, David Kemper, Jaclyn La Branch, and Gloria Jones 
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Compüon Terrace, Tempe, AZ, December 6, 
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Oakland Coliseum Arena, Oakland, CA, 
January 24-26, 1993 


Highlights of this show on Chinese New Year in 1993 were a spectacular 
parade and Carlos Santana joining the band for “The Other One” > 
“Stella Blue” > “Lovelight” and the raucous encore, “Gloria.” 


Oakland Coliseum Arena, Oakland, GA, 
February 21-23, 1993 


The Grateful Dead celebrate Mardi Gras. Ornette Coleman sat in with 
the boys, Jerry broke out his “Wolf” guitar for the first time in awhile, 
and a “smoking Bill Clinton” made a special guest appearance during 
the Mardi Gras parade. 


Shoreline بل‎ Mountain View, GA, May & August 1993 
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(these and following pages) Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain View, CA, May e? August 1995 


TOP 10 REASONS 


WHY SHORELINE LOVES DEADHEADS,. 


* WE CAN DO EARLY SHOPPING IN THE 
DEADHEAD VENDOR MALL 
* OTS OF OVERTIME 
* OLD FRIENDS SHOW UP OUT OF NOWHERE 
* TWIRLING IS GOOD EXERCISE 
* VEGGIE BURRITOS 
° WE KNOW YOUR QUESTIONS AHEAD OF TIMÉ 
* TAPERS ALWAYS WILLING TO MAKE COPIES peus 
* WERE ALL LOOKING FOR A MIRACLE m 


® WE GET TO PRACTICE RE 
AMD OVER AND OVER... ie + 


WE LOVE THE MUSIC ze 
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0۱0۳۶۱۱۱۶ 6. 
Mountain View, GA, July 1-3, 1994 


Oakland Coliseum Arena, 
Oakland, CA, December 6-12, 1994 


Oakland Coliseum Arena, Oakland, GA, February 19-21, 1995 


Here are some behind-the-scenes preparations for the Mardi Gras parade spectacle. Special guest and 


freewheeling jazz saxophonist David Murray joined the band. 


Shoreline Amphitheatre, 
Mountain View, GA, June 3-4, 1995 


These were my final Grateful Dead shows. We took our nine-month-old 
daughter to the June 4th concert—her first and only Grateful Dead show, 
and my last. 
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Jerry Garcia Memorial, 
Golden Gate Park, SF, 8-13-95 


On August 9th I came home from an early errand, and my wife, Anne, had 
already heard the news. My phone was ringing off the hook with friends 
calling, magazines and media wanting photos; that day was a blur. 

When news of Jerry’s death spread, there were spontaneous gatherings 
in Haight-Ashbury, and a few days later, a giant public memorial at the Polo 
Fields in Golden Gate Park, attended by all the band members—each of 
whom spoke—many friends, and thousands of Deadheads. 


(above) Shrine on the corner of Haight and Ashbury, San Francisco, CA, August 10, 1995 
( right ( Bill Kreutzmann addresses the crowd, Golden Gate Park, San Francisco, CA, August 15, 1995 


(above) Paul Kanter speaking as Wavy Gravy and the band joins him at the Polo Fields; (these pages) Jerry Garcia (above) Phil Lesh and his boys, Grahame and Brian 


memorial service at the Polo Fields in Golden Gate Park, San Francisco 
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Terrapin Crossroads, 
sal Rafael, GA 


The Lesh family’s home away from home, Terrapin 
Crossroads has established itself since opening in March 
2012 as one of the Bay Areas premier music venues. 
Featuring free music in the bar six nights a week, brunch 
shows on the weekend, and a musical smorgasboard, with 
Phil Lesh frequently sitting in with bands that feature his 
sons, Brian and Grahame, and local guitarists Stu Allen, 


Dan Lebowitz, and Mark Karan, to name just a few. 


More than just a music venue, Terrapin Crossroads has 
become a center of community for Deadheads and those 
wanting to hear some of the best live jamming music being 
played today. 


196 ( clockwise from top) Bob Weir, Phil Lesh, Stu Allen, and Joe Russo, March 17, 2015; Phil and Brian Lesh, September 7, 2012; Bill Kirchen jamming with Brian and Grahame Lesh, Ross “UF” James, and Alex Koford, July 28, 2015 


(clockwise from top left) Phil Lesh and Barry Sless, December 15, 2012; Dancing in the Grate Room, April 11, 2015; John Kadlecik, Bob Weir, and Phil Lesh with God Street Wine, January 24, 2015; Jason Crosby and Jeff Chimenti, March 14, 2015 


(top) Bob Weir and Jackie Greene, June 14, 2012; (above) Ray Manzarek, Bob Weir, and Michael MeClure, November 14, 2012; 
(right) Bob Weir with The Preservation Hall Jazz Band, April 18, 2014; (opposite) Furthur, January 18, 2015 


111001113561 Mill Valley, GA 


Ihe closing of the original Sweetwater in 2007 left a gaping hole in the Marin 
County music scene. Ihe new Sweetwater opened in January 2012, and that 
marked the beginning of a musical renaissance in Marin County. Bob Weir is a 
partner in the new venue, located just a few blocks from its original location. 

Bob Weir, Sammy Hagar, Huey Lewis, Jerry Harrison, and many other local 
musicians frequently come by to hang out and play at this intimate club. The 
“Music Never Stops” in Marin County. And that's a good thing! 
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(opposite) Furthur, January 16, 2015; (top left, clockwise) RatDog with Steve Kimock and Robin Sylvester, February 5, 2014; Bob Weir and Jorma Kaukonen, July 51, 2012; Benefit for Tommy O., September 17, 2012; RatDog, February 5, 2014 


Tamalpais Research Institute (TRI Studios), 
san Rafael, GA 


TRI Studios is a state-of-the-art multimedia performance studio conceived by Bob Weir. 

I was their house photographer for a time and photographed a couple of dozen events there, 
including Move Me Brightly—Celebrating Jerry Garcias 70th Birthday, RatDog, Lukas 
Nelson, the Outlaws, Bob Weir and the National, John Scofield, and more. 


(above) Bob Weir and Joe Russo, August 3, 2012; (top right) Steve Parish, Pete Sears with the Dragon bass, and Bob Weir, “Weir Here,” July 3, 2015; (bottom right) Bob Weir, Ratdog soundeheck, January 25, 2012 
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(above) I went up to Bob Weir's home in the hills above Mill Valley to photograph him for a Relix magazine story. We did some shots at his house. He showed me his studio, “Aces,” where Blues for Allah and other albums were recorded. 
Bob suggested we do some shots at the end of his street. So with his daughter on his shoulders and me carrying his guitar, off we went. Mill Valley, CA, July 19, 2000; (top right) Bob Weir and his wife, Natascha, at a benefit for 
The Taylor Family Foundation, Lafayette, CA, August 25, 1996; (bottom right) Bob Weir and his dad, Jack Parber, at a benefit for the Rex Foundation, Warfield Theatre, San Francisco, CA, December 15, 2007 


(top left) Backstage with Bob Weir, Mickey Hart, and Bill Kreutzmann at 7 Walkers, Great American Music Hall, San Francisco, CA, October 30, 2011; (top right) Backstage at “Gibson Guitars Centennial Celebration” with Gregg Allman 
and Har "The Snake" Mandel, The Fillmore, San Francisco, CA, November 20, 1994; (bottom left) Backstage with Donna Jean Godchaux and Bob's songwriting partner, John Perry Barlow, Sweetwater, Mill Valley, CA, September 20, 2007; 
(bottom right) Bob Weir at the premiere of “Festival Express,” San Francisco, CA, July 12, 2004 205 
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(top left) Bob Weir and Warren Haynes at the Jerry Garcia Symphonie Celebration, Davies Symphony Hall, San Francisco, CA, August 2, 2015; (top right) Bob Weir and Bobby Cochran, Bobby e the Midnites Calderone Concert Hall, 


Hempotead, NY, February 6, 1982; (bottom left) Dave Schools and Bob Weir, Benefit for Seva Foundation, Craneway Pavilion, Richmond, CA, May 14, 2011; (bottom right) Rob Wasserman, Bob Weir, and Ramblin’ Jack Elliott, Stop the 
Spray Benefit, Sausalito, CA, June 8, 2008 


(top) RatDog, Marin Music Festival, San Rafael, CA, September 6, 2005; (bottom left) RatDog, Benefit for Seva, Berkeley Community Theater, Berkeley, CA, May 20, 2006; 
(bottom right) Bob Weir and Donna Jean Godehaux share a moment, Sweetwater, Mill Valley, CA, September 20, 2007 


Phil Lesh 


The post-Jerry years have seen Phil perform with many musicians in ever- 
changing lineups of “Phil & Friends.” I was fortunate to be there when 
Phil began playing again. A mutual friend, Kathy Sunderland, introduced 
me to the Leshs and so began a long photographic relationship. 


(this page) Photo shoot at Phil Lesh’s lovely home in Marin County, CA, April 25, 1999, 
That's Althea with Phil on the back porch. 
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Philharmonia, Maritime Hall, San Francisco, CA, December 7, 1997. This was the first benefit for Phil and Jill Lesh’s Unbroken Chain Foundation and featured an amazing array of musicians. 
( left to right standing ) Phil Lesh, Mickey Hart, Graham Nash, Bruce Hornsby; (| left to right sitting) Edie Brickell, Jackie LaBranch, Donna Jean Godchaux, Michael Tilson Thomas, David Grisman, and Bob Weir 
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(top left and bottom right) Homeward Bound of Marin is a provider of shelter and residential services for homeless families and individuals in Marin County. Volunteers coordinated by Unbroken Chain Foundation helped spruce up their buildings, 


and Phil Lesh and band came by to lend a hand, San Rafael, CA, July 6, 2007; (bottom left) Phil Lesh and Friends, Ross, CA, July 8, 2007; (top right) Bob Weir and Phil Lesh, Warfield Theatre, San Francisco, CA, May 15, 2008 


(top left ) Phil Lesh, Steve Kimock, and Phils sons, Brian and Grahame, sing “Hello Old Friend” (Eric Clapton ) at the Warfield Theatre, San Francisco, CA, April 15, 1999. This was Phils first publie performance after undergoing liver 
transplant surgery in 1998 and the first of many collaborations between members of Phish and the Grateful Dead; (top right) Phil and Trey Anastasio, Warfield Theatre, San Francisco, CA, April 15, 1999; (bottom left) Phil did a surprise sit 
in with David Nelson, Pete Sears, and Barry Sless at the Iron Springs Pub, Fairfax, CA, April 26, 2007; (bottom right ) Phil and Donna Jean Godchaux, backstage at Philbarmonia, Maritime Hall, San Francisco, CA, December 7, 2007 


Mickey Hart 


Mickey Harts house, July 29, 1991. I drove up to Mickey's home in Sonoma (top) Mickey Harts Planet Drum rehearsal, Luther Burbank Center for the Arts, Santa Rosa, CA, November 15, 1991 
County to photograph him for Relix. (above) Mickey Harts Rhythm for Life Drum Cirele, College of Marin, Kentfield, CA, February 28, 1992. 
Two thousand-person drum circle at the College of Marin, where Mickey was joined by Carlos Santana, Sheila E., Hamza El Din, Airto, and Flora Purim 


Wavy Gravy 


Born Hugh Romney, his moniker was given to him by B.B. King in 1970. 


Wavy’s acomplishments are many. He cofounded several organizations, 
including Camp Winnarainbow, the Seva Foundation, and the Hog Farm. 
He inspired a Ben & Jerry's ice cream flavor named “Wavy Gravy” (caramel- 
cashew-Brazil nut base with a chocolate hazelnut fudge swirl and roasted 
almonds), which helped drive a scholarship fund for underprivileged kids to 
attend Camp Winnarainbow. 

Wavy's association with the Grateful Dead goes back many years with the 
band's appearences at benefit concerts supporting his organizations. 


(this page) AU photographs taken at Seva Foundation/Camp Winnarainbow events: ( top left) Phil Lesh, Wavy Gravy, and Ben Harper, Berkeley Community Theatre, Berkeley, CA, May 15, 2005; ( top right) Hopmonk, Sebastopol, CA, March 26, 
2012; (bottom left) Wavy Gravy and Allen Ginsberg, Cathedral of Saint John the Divine, NYC, November 26, 1988; (bottom right) Wavy Gravy and his wife, Jahanara, 142 Throckmorton Theatre, Mill Valley, CA, May 15, 2008 213 


Robert Hunter 


When I began listening to the Dead, I wondered who “Hunter” was, as 

so many of the Dead's song credits read “Garcia-Hunter” In 1978, Robert 
Hunter toured the East Coast, so at last I had the opportunity to meet him 
and hear his amazing lyrics straight from the source. 


(above and top right) Hunter with Tom Constanten, Warfield Theatre, San Francisco, CA, November 26, 1990; (bottom right) Hoftra University, Long Island, NY, May 1979 


Visual 
APGISES 


(top left) Victor Moscoso, Psychedelic Solution, NYC, June 8, 1989; ( top right) Stanley Mouse and Alton Kelley, San Francisco, CA, April 28, 1997; (bottom left) Rick Griffin, Psychedelic Solution, NYC, December, 1986; 
(bottom middle) Stanley Mouse, painting ata Moonalice show, Slims, San Francisco, CA, April 20, 2015; (bottom right) Robert Crumb, Psychedelic Solution, NYC, June 8, 1989 215 


Meri Saunders 


The first time I saw Jerry play was with Merl Saunders at the Capitol Theatre in 
Passaic, NJ, in 74, I had already been listening to the Live at Keystone album and was 
totally primed for the show. I got to see the Garcia-Saunders and Legion of Mary 
lineups about half-dozen times in 74 and 75. I felt that Merl brought out the best in 
Jerry’s guitar playing. I never got to photograph Merl and Jerry playing together, as I 
was only fifteen and just beginning to go to concerts. 
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(top left) Merl and Steve Kimock, Seva Benefit, The Grand, San Francisco, CA, May 18, 1997; (bottom left) Merl and Melvin Seals, “Comes a Time,” Rex Foundation Benefit, Greek Theatre, Berkeley, CA, September 24, 2005; 
(right) Merl on the roof of the Lone Star Cafe, NYC, October 2, 1983. I often took musicians up to the roof to photograph them with the famous iguana. 


Galirornia Mile, October 7 1990 | 


The California Mile is a one-mile road race that ends with a 
270-foot vertical climb up San Francisco's California Street. 
Bill Graham was on hand as Mickey Hart and Bob Weir ran 
the course. 
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oF Giants Tribute 86 
ATET Park, SF, 2010-2013 


For the last few years, the San Francisco Giants have 
hosted this event in honor of San Francisco native Jerry 
Garcia. Grateful Dead band members attend, as does 
Jerry’s family. The event also benefits the Rex Foundation. 


218 (above, clockwise) Phil Lesh and Giants mascot share a laugh; Phil Lesh, Bob Weir, and Tim Flannery sing the National Anthem; Mickey Hart and Bill Kreutzmann; Trixie and Annabelle Garcia; Steve Parish and Trixie Garcia 


(above, clockwise) Mickey Hart and Bob Weir; Keelin Garcia throws the first pitch; Bob Weir, Mickey Hart, Bill Walton, and Phil Lesh; Bob Weir surveys the field; Bob Weir, Trixie Garcia, 


and Bill Walton throw the first pitch 
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The Vault, Novato, GA, 2003 


In the early 2000s, I was the principal package designer for 
all of Grateful Dead Productions music and video products. 
I worked with David Lemieux, Jeffery Norman, and Cassidy 
Sears at GDP’s headquarters in Novato, CA. That afforded 
me the opportunity to spend time in their tape vault and 
warehouse. The vault contains thousands of reel-to-reel 
tapes, cassettes, and videos. I pulled out a few special masters 
to photograph, as well as some vintage equipment in their 
storage area. 
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(above, clockwise) McIntosh MC 2500 power amplifier atop Bob Weir’s road case; 
David Lemieux and a wall of tapes; Skeletons from the “Touch of Gray” video and 
Keith Godchaux’s grand piano; (opposite, top row) February 14, 1970, Fillmore 
East master tapes; May 1, 1970, Alfred College and May 2, 1970, Binghamton 
master tapes; March 1, 1969, Fillmore West (Live Dead) master tapes; (opposite, 
middle row) Vintage amplifiers; (opposite, bottom row) 1970-1971 master tapes; 
PLE. amplifier custom made for Phil Lesh; Pigpen's Hammond organ 
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Praise FOr BoD 


Haiku for Bob 
His photography 
Shot from the hip to the heart 
Minkins a master 
— Wavy Gravy 


Bob Minkin is a sharpshooter. He captures the precious moments perfectly. 
Hed make a good drummer .. . 
—Mickey Hart 


So many of Bobs photographs are just beautiful. He really knows how to frame a feeling, and 
he gets it. Hes definitely an exceptional artist, one of the best. He’s very thorough in everything 
he sets his heart and his mind to, and I've watched that and seen that through the years I've 
known him. Beyond that, he’s a sterling human being. That emanates not only from what he 
does but from who he is as a person. I've grown to love him dearly. 

—Donna Godchaux MacKay 


On an artistic level, Bob Minkin has as good an eye as you'll find out there. He has a sense of 
moment and fast reflexes. He also makes all the shows, so he gets the pix. 
—Bob Weir 


Over the decades, Bob Minkin has had great access to the Grateful Dead and a knack for 

capturing their surrounding ecosystem. Bob’s photos have been tremendously helpful to the 

Garcia family as we paint the memory of Jerry’s life and continue to share the magic of the 

Grateful Dead. There is an extended family and community of fans that surround the Grateful 

Dead, and each event is like a mini reunion, where, even though it might be a meeting of 

strangers, there is a certain familiarity we all share. Bob Minkin is a member of this family. 
—Trixie Garcia 


To be one of the best live concert photographers, you have to have the same fierce passion for 
your art as the musicians you photograph have for their music. But that’s not enough. You 
have to truly love the music itself to endure the extreme difficulties of that profession and work 
environment. It may look glamorous and easy to the uninitiated, but that's a total illusion. Its 
hard work under sometimes brutal conditions. 

Bob Minkin’s photographs clearly show his passions for his art and the music are deep and 
sincere, as he captures those transcendent moments when a musician lets his or her musical 
spirit fly. 

I've watched Bob at work at a concert many times, concentrating on the technical skills to 
get those fleeting shots; and yet, he always takes a moment here and there to close his eyes and 
just enjoy the music. He is one of the best, and this book will show the world, at long last. 

—Rosie McGee, photographer and author of Dancing with the Dead 


I've worked with Bob Minkin for fifteen years on countless Grateful Dead projects, and every 
moment working with him has been a blast. In addition to Bob’s exceptional talents as an art 
director, graphic designer, and project manager on Grateful Dead CD and DVD releases, he’s 
been one of our go-to guys when were looking for Grateful Dead photos from the mid-1970s 
to the mid-1990s. It's great to know that everyone will now get to enjoy Bobs photos in this 
new book. Mazel tov, Bob! 

—David Lemieux, Grateful Dead archivist and legacy manager 


One thing I’ve really noticed about Bob as a photographer is he reminds me a lot of the great 
Jim Marshall in his way of taking photographs. Jim wasn't there constantly snapping away, 
taking loads and loads of photographs and hoping he might get a good one. He would wait 
for something to happen that caught his eye and then take a few shots. I see that in Bob. I see 
him really checking things out and waiting for that right moment, even anticipating it, and 
then snapping it. Obviously he has a good eye for what that moment is. The way he conducts 
himself is always professional, yet he also makes everyone feel at ease. 

—Pete Sears, keyboardist for Jefferson Starship, Moonalice, Hot Tuna, et al 


Bob has a passion for music that has allowed him, very much like myself, to break into 
photography as a way to connect with the music. He is on a very short list of the hardest 
working music photographers in the Bay Area. He is constantly shooting, which is what a 
true photographer should be doing. Bob has a sixth sense for anticipating and capturing the 
moment, and that is what makes him one of the best in the business. 

—Ed Perlstein, photographer 


Bob’s perspective on the Grateful Dead was intimate and close up, due to his deep interest in 
and long pursuit of the shows and all the side events, too. He was very present as a photographer 
for a long time. It seems like he was always there, and I still see him at all the big events. 

— Carolyn “Mountain Girl” Garcia 


Working with Relix was an essential part of my job as the Dead’s publicist, and the easiest part 
of it was working with Bob Minkin, their chief photographer. He was really more of a co- 
worker than somebody I had to worry about, and he’s remained among my favorite people 
ever since. His work speaks for itself as a true record of the Dead scene. 

—Dennis McNally, Grateful Dead publicist and historian 
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